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A MERRY CHRISTMAS. 


HE FOREST AND STREAM presents to its friends this 

week, with many salutations of good cheer, a rich 

treat of Christmas time entertainment. It is a literary 
Christmas dinner. 

Capt. Beardslee draws upon his store of reminiscences 
of the Southern seas, and gives us some pictures of life 
on a ninety-day gunboat. This extract from the log of 
the Aroostook is a graphic account of a life whose perils 
and privations, whose excitements and pleasures must 
ever remain unknown to most of our readers. They are 
fortunate in having so able and entertaining a historian 
as Captain Beardslee to record for them the phases of this 
life on the other side of the world. 

From the mountains of far-off Colorado our correspond- 
ent ‘“‘Bourgeois,” equally well known as a lawyer of high 
standing, an author whose writings always please, and a 
devoted sportsman, sends a charming essay on angling. 
He is one of those ‘‘simple wise men” of whom George 
Dawson wrote; men who are the more successful in the 
ordinary walks of life because of their love for the forest, 
for the stream, for the life of out of doors—one of those 
who not only look at the pages of nature’s book, but 
looking reads, and reading comprehend what is there 
written. The beauty of this sketch will be felt by all, but 
there is about it a more subtle charm, a something which 
can be felt but not characterized, and which is like the 
delicate, fragrant bouquet which rises from some rare old 
wine, And though this intangible charm may escape the 
many, it will be fully appreciated by the few who are 
wholly in sympathy with him. 

Told at nightin arough blanket shelter,as the warriors sat 
around the flickering camp-fire, told with all the aids of ges- 
ture and intonation which lendsso much added force to In- 
dian narration, the story of the Boy who saw the Spirit 
Father was mostimpressive. And if in cold hard type it has 
lost much of its original force, we may still be thankful that 
another chapter from the Pawnee Bible, a fragment of 


- the religious belief of a once great nation, has been put 


on record and preserved. The war party had been gone 
from the village for several days, and had almost reached 
the western boundary of Nebraska. Here inacamp care- 
fully concealed among the desolate sandhills, the Koo-la- 
hoosh told his Peekow-tah-kah this tale of long ago. 

The merry rollicking narrations of the misfortunes of 


the rabbit hunters of the Quaker City forms an agreeable 
contrast to the more grave and dignified character of 
” is a pleasant writer 
of pleasant tales—a jovial, happy-go-lucky sportsman 


some other contributions. “J.M.S 


who is sure to find the fun, game or no game. 


Col. Cecil Clay recounts the adventures of mighty 
hunters, slayers of the giant game of our Northern 
forests, and no hunter of ‘big game can read his account 
of the death of the great moose without being thrilled. 
How graphically he paints the scene! We see the 
quiet lake, the dark forest, the burned hills, the red 
The sun sets, the stars peep out, and sud- 
denly over the ridge appears the big bull. All of us who 
are hunters know how the men felt in that canoe, how 
they held their breath as they waited for the rifle’s crack, 
and how wildly their hearts leaped as the huge beast 
reeled and fell. Ah, it must have been a great day. And 
the tale is so earnestly told that we feel as if we had our- 


western sky. 


selves taken part in the scene. 


From the posthumous papers of the late Joseph Goater, 
Mr. Bellew has fittingly sent us for this number certain 
passages descriptive of one of the national festivals of the 





Boon Gah Arrahbiggees. The savage rites and barbaric 
contentions of these heathen holiday-makers contrast 
strangely with the humanizing observances of our own 
mid ywinter festival.. There is in Mr. Goater’s drawing of 
the himpsa tree contest the incongruous suggestion of a 
Sunday school Christmas tree bedecked with dolls; and 
may it not be a reasonable aspiration to indulge the hope 
that in that far away isle the heathen sport of the himpsa 
may yet be supplanted by the gift-laden Christmas ever- 


greens so dear to American homes? 


No feast is complete without good counsel; for our 
gathering “‘J. C. B.” plays the part of sage. And last of all 
comes the minstrel with his hunting lay, faithfully pic- 
turing the garrulous old guide whose monotone has wooed 
the drowsy god to scores and scores of weary campers 


with his never ending iteration of 
how and where, 
Description of the cows, the calves, the bulls, 
The weight of each, the number shots he fired, 
The distance of each shot, each shot’s effect, 
Till, half the camp asleep, he slumbered too, 
And dreamed the hunt again. 





THE HILL FUND. 


NOTICE of the movement in behalf of the destitute 
family of Lyman O. Hill, the Maine game warden 
murdered by deer doggers, has already been given in 
our columns. The first response from FOREST AND STREAM 
readers was a subscription of $100 sent to the fund 
treasurer by Augustus Hemenway, Esq., of Readville, 
Mass. This the Forest and Stream Publishing Company 


supplement with $25, and it will give us great pleasure to 


receive and acknowledge in the FOREST AND STREAM such 
subscriptions as may be sent tous. Money received by us 


will be forwarded to the Rev. H. F. Harding, of Hal- 


lowell, Me., who has been selected to act as treasurer. 
Among the many appeals for aid which come from a 
score of different sources at the Christmas season, this 
one in behalf of the Hill family is deserving of considera- 
tion, and we hope to chronicle a generous response. 





‘‘NESSMUK’S” PoEMS.—The exact date of publication of 
‘‘Nessmuk’s” poems cannot now be given; the book will be 
ready for delivery to subscribers in the latter part of Jan- 
uary. As already stated the price has been advanced to 
$1.50, and we cannot now receive subscriptions at the one 
dollar rate. The portrait of ‘“Nessmuk,” which will go as a 
frontispiece, has been pronounced by his friends to be 
the best likeness of him ever produced. ‘‘Nessmuk” him- 
self is in the office as we write this. He will start on 
Friday as a guest on the steam yacht Stella, of Brooklyn, 
bound for a cruise down the Atlantic coast and around 
into the Gulf. 





THE MiIp-WINTER Ho.ipays bring toa close in many 
States field sports of the year, but in the South the 
season for deer and birds extends, as a rule, until Febru- 
ary or March. The severe snow storm in the South may 
have upset the plans of many intending tourists, though 
the snow has now disappeared. 








EconomicaL Fox HuNnTERS.—The West Chester, Pa., 
Hunt, the other day, ran a fox to earth after a chase of 
three hours, then dug him out and carried him home ‘“‘to 
fight another day.” 


SNOW BUNTINGS AS GAME. 


6 hae chief objection to side-hunts is that they encour- 
age the destruction of illegitimate game. This might 
be easily remedied by withholding credit in the score for 
potting such animals as ought not to be killed; and in fact, 
the bagging of unlawful game might even be made to 
score a due scale of demerits. In some localities, particu- 
larly in New England, participants in side-huntsare given 
credit for almost every bird they can, by any possibility, 
bring to bag. The Essex Sportsmen’s Club, of Gloucester, 
Mass., had a side-hunt the other day, and according to the 
Cape Ann Advertiser, among the game bagged were forty- 
eight snow buntings. The only two things to be said in 
excuse for potting snow buntingsis: First, that they count 
points in a side-hunt, just as slain nursing does count in 
the rivalries of competing Adirondack deer butchers; and 
second, that they are good for food, just as in some of the 
far-away isles of the Pacific the natives eat, or used to 
eat, human babies. Neither of these pretexts, however, 
will excuse the Essex Club, for in Massachusetts it is ex- 
pressly forbidden to kill snow buntings, under a penalty 
of $10 for each offense. In this instance the total fine 
called for is $480. This sum certain of the members of 
the Essex Club owe to the State whose laws they have de- 
fied. The men who shot the birds made no secret of it; 
they reported their prowess to the rest of the members, 
and, we presume, brought in the little feathered mites as 
proof positive of their prowess. Their names are there- 
fore known, and as the club calls itself a ‘“‘sportsmen’s” 
organization, the officers, President J. E. Fuller, Vice- 
President D. B. Riggs, Secretary C. W. Chipman, and 
Treasurer E. S. Andrews, will probably be glad to furnish 
all the aid they can to secure the conviction and punish- 
ment of those who committed the detestable outrage. 


SENATE BILL 2436. 

oo bill reported in the Senate by Mr. Manderson, 

from the Committee on Territories, May 17, 1886. is 
entitled, ‘‘A bill to amend sections 2474 and 2475 of the 
Revised Statutes of the United States, setting apart a cer- 
tain tract of land lying near the headwaters of the Yellow- 
stone River as a public park.” The bill provides for the 
protection, preservation and government of the National 
Park. The deplorable condition of affairs in that great 
domain has been made known in these columns. The 
bill S. 2486, if made law, will provide remedies for 
present abuses. The Senate should understand the senti- 
ment of the people respecting this subject. The bill 
ought speedly to pass both houses of Congress. 

That the public appreciates the Yellowstone Park more 
and more every year, and is solicitous for its care is be- 
coming daily more evident to us, and we hope that the 
general press will join the FOREST AND STREAM in the 
effort to present this matter in its true light, so that it 
may be fully understood at Washington. 

The Park Railroad bill, which received such a set-back 
last week in the House of Representatives, is not likely to 
come to the front again. The defeat which the schemers 
suffered was crushing, the vote being 170 against 65 in 
its favor, although by a transposition of two figures the 
types gave it last week as 107 to 65. 


A COMBINATION SORE TO WoRK.—One law-breaking 
fool with a bullet ina rifle, and another law-breaking 
fool with a leg to put the bullet into. Send them out 
deer hunting on Long Island on Sunday, and the chances 
are ten to one that the bullet will find its way into the 
leg. It happened so last Sunday. Leroy Hill, a hotel 
keeper of Ronkonkoma, had the rifle, Michael Downey 
supplied the leg. They were ‘hunting deer. Downey hid 
behind a tree; Hill saw him, took him for a deer, smashed 
one of his legs and lodged another bullet in his side. We 
extend to these two Sunday deer hunters the sympathy 
due those who encounter misfortune while in the com- 
mission of a double misdemeanor. 


Tue NATIONAL FIELD TRIALS will probably close this 
week. The report given this week shows very clearly 
the need of new rules to govern a very peculiar course of 
action pursued by some of the handlers. If field trials 


are good for anything at all, and are to justify the time 
and expense devoted to them, they must actually execute 
their mission of testing the merits of competing dogs. 
Merit cannot be determined under such conditions as 
governed the Ben Hill-Lillian heat. 4 








A Merry Christmas. 


THE BOY WHO SAW AH-TEE-ASK. 
TOLD BY LA SHAROO KITTIBUTZ. 




































































































get hardly any meat. 


began to die of hunger. 
robes and their parfleches and moccasins. 


who was all alone and was very: poor. 


good heart and was sorry for the poor boy. 


he gave it to the woman, who divided it among them all. 


that they could only see the white, snow-covered prairie. 


weak that he could hardly keep up with the camp, even 
though it moved so slowly. One morning he was hardly 
able to help the old woman pack the lodge, and after it 
was packed he went back to the fire and sat down beside 
it, and watched the camp move slowly off across the val- 
ley and up over the bluffs. He thought to himself, “Why 
should I goon? I can’t keep up for more than a day or 
two longer, anyhow. I may as well stay here and die.” 
So he gathered together the ends of the sticks that lay 
by the fire and put them on the coals, and spread his 
hands over the blaze and rubbed them together and got 
warm, and then lay down by the fire and pretty soon he 
went to sleep. 

When he awoke it was about noon, and as he looked 
toward the sky he saw two spots there between him and 
the sun, and he wondered what they were. As he looked 
at them they became larger and larger, and at last he 
could see that they were birds; and by and by as they 
came still nearer, he saw that they were two swans. The 
swans kept coming lower and lower, and at last they 
alighted on the ground right by the fire and walked up to 
where the boy lay. He was so weak he could not get up, 
and they came to him, one on each side, and stooped 
down and pushed their shoulders under him, and raised 
him up and put him on their backs and then spread 
their broad wings and flew away upward. Then the 
boy went to sleep again. When he awoke he was 
lying on the ground before a very big lodge. It was 
large and high, and on it were painted pictures of many 
strange animals, Nahoorac, in beautiful colors. The boy 
had never seen such a splendid lodge. The air was warm 
here and the boy felt stronger than before. He tried to 
raise himself up, and after trying once or twice he got on 
his feet and walked to the door of the lodge and went in. 
Opposite the door sat Ah-tee-ask. He was very large and 
very handsome, and his face was kind and gentle. He 
was dressed in beautiful clothes and had a white buffalo 
robe. Behind him, from the lodge poles, hung many 
strange weapons. Around the lodge on each side sat 
many chiefs and doctors and warriors, Nahoorac. They 
all wore fine clothes of white buckskin embroidered with 
beautifully colored quills. Their robes were all of beaver 
skin, very beautiful. 

When the boy entered the lodge Ah-tee-ask said to him, 
“‘Looah, pee-kow, way-tus sooks-peet. Welcome, my son, 
and sitdown.” And he said to one of the warriors, ‘‘Give 
him something to eat.” And the warrior took down a beauti- 
fully painted sack of parfleche, and took his stone knife 
from its sheath and cut off a piece of dried meat about as 
big as one’s two fingers, and a piece of fat about the same 
size, and gave them to the boy. And the boy who was so 
hungry thought that this was not very much to give to 
one who was starving, but he said nothing and took it, 
began to eat, and he put the fat on the lean and cut the 
pieces off, and ate foralong time. But after he had 
eaten for a long time the pieces of meat remained the 
same size, and he ate all that he wanted and then put the 
pieces down, still the same size. 

After he had finished eating, Ah-tee-ask spoke to the boy. 
He said to him that he had seen the sufferings of his 
people and had been sorry for them, and then he told the 
boy what to do. So he kept the boy there for a little 
while longer, and gave him some beautiful new clothes 
and weapons, and then he told one of the warriors to send 
the boy back, and the warrior led him out of the lodge to 
where the swans were standing near the entrance, and 
the boy got on to their backs. Then the warrior put his 







































ANY years ago the Pawnees started on their winter 
hunt. The buffalo were scarce, and the people could 
It was very cold and the snow lay 
deep on the ground. The people traveled southward and 
crossed the Republican, but still found no buffalo. They 
had eaten all the dried meat and all the corn that they 
had brought with them, and now they were starving. 
The sufferings of the people increased and the little ones 
Now they began to eat their 


There was in the tribe a boy about sixteen years old, 
He had no rela- 
tives who could take care of him, and he lived witha 
woman whose husband had been killed by the Sioux. 
She had two children, a boy and a girl, and she had a 


In this time of famine, these people had scarcely any- 
thing to eat, and whenever the boy got hold of any food, 


The tribe kept traveling southward looking for buffalo, 
but they had to go very slowly, because they were all so 
weak, Still they found no buffalo, and each day the 
young men that were sent out to look for them climbed 
the highest hills and came back at night and reported 


All this time little ones were dying of hunger, and the 
men and women were growing weaker every day. The 
poor boy suffered with the rest, and at last he became so 





FOREST AND STREAM. 


found himself alone by the fire. 


very cold. 


ing so well and strong, and told him to sit down. 


with her knife. 


piece of robe. 
up and went out of the lodge. 


asifa heavy weight was settling on it. 


buffalo cow. 


them all to come next morning to her lodge to a feast, 
“for,” she said, ‘‘I have plenty of meat.” 


cow for them, and they ate until it was all gone, 


eating they lighted their pipes and prayed, saying, 
‘‘Ah-tee-ask, way-tus kit-tah-we. 
ruler.” And while they were smoking the poor boy 


te-rah hah-toor. Run hard to the top of yonder hill, 
and tell me what you see.” 
off his robe and smoothed back his hair and _ started, 


top of the hill. And when he got there he shaded his 


snow on the prairie. 
he ran back as hard as he could to the village. 


his back and drew his robe up under his arm so that he 
could run well, and started and ran as hard as he could 


was black with buffalo struggling in the deep snow. And 
he turned to the village, and signalled them with his robe 
that buffalo were in sight. Andina few moments all the 
Pawnees had seized their bows and arrows and were run- 
ning toward him, and the women fixed the travois and 
took their knives and followed. And the boy waited on the 
hilltop until the warriors came up, and then they went 
down to the buffalo, running on the snow. And the buf- 
falo could not get away on account of the deep snow, and 
the Pawnees made a great killing. Plenty of fat meat 
they got, enough to last them until the summer hunt, and 
plenty of warm winter robes. 

And they did not have to move any further, but staid 
right here, killing meat and drying it until they were all 
fat and strong again. 

And the poor boy became a great doctor in the tribe 
and got rich. 

Before this the Pawnees had always had a woman chief, 
but when the woman who was chief at this time died, 
she named the poor boy as her successor, and the people 
made him head chief of the tribe. GB.G. 





NOTES, 


Ah-tee-ask. The word Ah-tee-ask means Father. A child ad- 
dresses its father by this name, and a young man an elder whom 
he respects. Ah-tee-ask tee-ra-wat means the Spirit Father, or 
God, the chief person and ruler of the Pawnee religion. There 
are other minor spiritual beings to whom reference will be made 
below. 

Winter hunt. In the days of the buffalo the Pawnees made each 
year two hunts for the purpose of obtaining dried meat and robes. 
Each of these hunts lasted from one to three months, according 
to circumstances, and was taken part in by all the able-bodied 


hand on his face and pressed his eyelids together and the 
boy went to sleep. And by and by the boy awoke and 
The fire had gone out, 
but the ground was still covered with snow and it was 


Now the boy felt strong and he got up and started run- 
ning along the trail which the camp had taken. That 
night after dark he overtook the camp, for they traveled 
very slowly, and after walking through the village, he 
found the lodge where the woman was living and entered. 
She was surprised to see him in his new clothes, and look- 
There 
was a little fire in the lodge and the boy could see that 
the woman was cutting up something into small pieces 
The boy said to her, ‘‘What are you 
doing?” She answered, “I am going to boil our last 
After we have eaten this there will be 
nothing left, and we can then only die.” The boy said 
nothing, but watched her for a little while and then stood 
The door had hardly 
fallen behind him when the woman heard a buffalo 
coughing, and then the breaking of the crisp snow 
In a moment 
the boy lifted the lodge door and came in and sat 
down by the fire, and said to the woman, ‘‘Go out and 
bring in some meat.” And the woman looked at him, for 
she was astonished, but he said nothing, so she went out, 
and there in the snow by the side of the lodge was a fat 
Then the woman’s heart was very glad. 
She skinned the cow and brought some of the meat into 
the lodge and cooked it, and they all ate and were satis- 
fied. The woman was good, so she sent her son to the 
lodges of all her relations and all her friends, and told 


So the next morning all her relations and all her 
friends came, so many that they could not all get 
into the lodge, but some had to stand outside, and 
they ate with her, and she cooked the meat of the 





and they were satisfied. And after they had done 





Father, you are the 


called the woman’s son to him, and pointed to a high 
hill near the camp, and said, ‘‘Looah, sooks-kus-sis-pah 


So the boy threw 


and ran as hard as he could over the snow to the 


















eyes with his hand, for the sun shone bright on the snow 
and blinded him, and he looked east, and west, and north, 
and south, but he could see nothing but the shining white 
And after he had looked all ways, 
And when 
he came to the lodge he went to the poor boy and said to 
him, ‘I don’t see anything but the snow.” And the 
poor boy said, ‘‘You don’t look good. Go again.” So 
the boy started again, and ran as hard as he could 
to the hilltop, and when he got there, panting, he 
looked all ways, long and carefully, but still he could 
see nothing but the snow. So he turned and ran 
back to the village and told the poor boy again that he 
saw nothing. Then the boy said: ‘‘You don’t look good.” 
And he took his bow in his hand and put his quiver on 


to the top of the hill, and when he got there he looked 
off to the south, and there, as far as he could see, the plain 


[Dzo, 28, 1886. 


































members of the nation. Only the old men, cripples and sick re- 
mained behind in the permanent village. The start for the winter 
hunt was made in January, when the robes were at their best, 
and the summer hunt began in July. These hunts were carried 
on under certain fixed rules, and were under the direction of a 
body of twenty-four governors. No large bodies of buffalo were 
ever disturbed except by the authority af these men. They ap- 
pointed a number of young men to act as scouts, who each day 
rode far ahead of the marching village and of any outlying hunt- 
ers, and from the tops of the highest hills examined the country 
for buffalo. Should any large bands be discovered, intelligence 
was at once conveyed to the chiefs, who, with the twenty-four 
“police,” determined the plan of action by which the game should 
be secured. In the latter days of the buffalo, after the Pawnees 
obtained horses, the meat was always secured by “running,” but 
in earlier times all hunting was necessarily done on foot. While 
enough buffalo were killed for actual use, the destruction was of 
course much less than after the advent of the horse on the plains, 
On the other hand, buffalo in early days were enormously abun- 
dant and, so, proportionately easier to kill. 

Went to sleep in this connection means rather, became uncon- 
scious. 

Parfleche. A piece of rawhide from which the hair has been re- 
moved, cut somewhat in the shape of an envelope and laced up 
with rawhide strings where the envelope would be gummed. A 
parfleche is the Indian trunk or satchel, and in it are packed all 
sorts of small articles and utensils. 

Was very poor. As used here and often in the Pawnee tongue, 
poor means unfortunate, but not necessarily lacking possessions, 

Nahoorac. In its primary signification this word means an 
animal or animals. It is, however, as often used to signify the 
spirits or secret helpers which are the medium of communication 
between man and Ah-tee-ask. These spirits or Nahoorac corres- 
pond fairly well to the angels of the Old Testament system. They 
have supernatural powers, and often exercise a guardianship over 
men. Each warrior of importance has at least one secret helper 
who always appears to him—usually in a vision or dream—in the 
same form, and aids him by its counsel and otherwise. The 
Nahoorac have the power of taking any form they please, and can 
at will become beast, bird, fish, stone or blade of grass. Some- 
times they take the shape of tiny men. The chiefs, doctors and 
warriors in the lodge of Ah-tee-ask were Nahoorac, as were also 
the twoswans. The name Nahoorac is no doubt given them be- 
cause usually, when they manifest themselves to man, they take 
the shape of some animal. 

White buffalo robe. Albino buffalo were of course extremely 
rare. Among the Pawnees a white robe was a most sacred thing 
and was jealously guarded from the sight of the profane. They 
have now one at least such robe, which has for many years been 
in the custody of one family, its existence being known only to the 
members of that family, and to the chiefs and doctors. Among 
the Blackfeet the white robe was sacred to the Sun and was always 
hung up in the “medicine” lodge. 

Stone knife. Before the landing of the white men, stone took 
the place of metal with the Indians, Knives, arrowheads and cut- 
ting instruments generally were of stone. Iron and steel have 
now taken the place of these old-time implements and it is unusual 
to find any tool of stone, except sometimes mauls and hammers, 
in use at present. The Pawnees have none of these ancient imple- 
ments, nor have the Blackfeet, and among both nations they are 
now regarded as “medicine.” It seems quite natural that the 
spirit warrior should use one of these ancient knives. 

Pieces of meat remained the same size. Compare Biblical account 
of the multiplying of the widow’s handful of meal and cruse of 
oil by Elijah, the Tishbite.—I. Kings xvii., 10-17. Also in Scandi- 
navian mythology the hog Shrimner on which the gods feed each 
day, the dish never decreasing in quantity. 

Heard a buffalo coughing. When a buffalo is shot through the 
lungs, the blood flows up through the air passages into the throat 
and chokes it. The effort to clear the throat sounds like cough- 
ing. 

The woman was good, i.e., generous. Under the circumstances 
this generosity was sufficiently noteworthy to be especially men- 
tioned by the narrator. It would have been natural enough for 
the woman to have reserved the meat for the support of her own 
family. 

Lighted their pipes and prayed, saying *“Ah-tee-ask.” The Paw- 
nees when they light their pipes blow a puff of smoke toward the 
sky and pray, saying, “‘Ah-tee-ask, you are the ruler.”” They ask 
the Father to give them the right kind of a mind, and that they 
may be fortunate. A Skeedee of prominence, La-tah Kats-tahka 
(White Eagle), once said to me, “That means that we ask him to 
give us plenty toeat and that we may become chiefs and head 
men, and have all those things that people everywhere desire.” 
When they take the second puff from the pipe they blow it toward 
the eartn, saying, ‘Father of the dead, you see us.” “This means 
that this is the Father’s ground. It belongs to him and we ask 
him that he will let us walk upon it, and that when we die he will 
let us be buried in it.” 


A MOOSE. 
AND HAST THOU SLAIN THE JABBERWOCK? 


N the 18th of September, 1884, my cousin—Capt. A. 

A, Clay—and I were camped on a beautiful little 
pond or lake, which, for the want of a known or better 
name we called Beaver Tooth Pond. We were looking 
for moose, and had come over from Wandering Bear Lake 
the day before in the morning, arranged our camp by the 
middle of the afternoon, and although it was raining and 
disagreeable, had cruised about the foot of the pond in 
the evening without hearing or seeing anything, except 
that a beaver slapped his tail twice. Rain fell in showers 
off and on all night, but the morning of the 18th broke 
clear and windy. The Captain and I went looking after 
moose signs and visited another pond, while our Indian, 
Aleck, one of those I had with me the year before, went 
after our lantern, left on the last portage. In the after- 
noon I took photographs, and after tea, but before sun- 
down, we went to the head of the pond and watched for 
moose until after dark, when we paddled back to camp. 
The night was clear and still, no wind, but a heavy frost. 
While taking a quiet smoke before turning in for the 
night, the Captain was attacked by one of his grumbling 
fits and pitched into me, although he must have known 


from the experience of many years what the effect would 
be 


“T don’t see why we should use up so much time and 
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not see any moose. Let me see. This is what day of the 
month?” 

“The 18th.” 

“Hm! The 18th! We started from civilization on the 
11th, Thursday of last week; now it is Thursday again, 
eight days, and we haven’t seen a track.” 

‘Hold on,” said I, ‘Don’t go too fast. I think we have 
seen tracks enough, certainly more moose tracks than you 
would have seen deer tracks at home in the same time.” 
He lives in Elk county, Pennsylvania, in a good deer 
country. 

“Well, perhaps we have seen one or two old tracks. 
You can’t tell on these bogs when tracks were made. 
Most likely all of them in the summer—July and August. 
How much longer do you suppose we shall go on this 
way? Do you honestly believe there are any moose about 
here? If there are, how are to we get at them?” 

To this I made no direct reply, but called “Aleck!” A 
grunt with a sort of interrogative inflection, was the 
answer. ‘“‘Any moose about here, Aleck, do you think?” 

‘Moose here? Lots moose; plenty moose. You see 
fresh tracks on portage? Big track on bog? Must be 
good many moose for sure. Kill some bye and bye when 


we dubbed the place Moose Track Pond. 

The sight of so much “fresh sign,” or “Shkeenum 
mikan-o'-we,” as Aleck would no doubt have called it, put 
us all in a good humor, and we halted fifteen minutes to 
take a smoke. ‘‘Beeg buck! Eh?” said Aleck as he shoul- 
dered his pack and then the canoe, for he carried both. I 
was content to take a tent, the blankets, my own pack, 
camera, etc., etc., with my rifie, some fifty pounds, and 
the Captain had about as much. We finished this portage 
at five minutes after 11, and launched our canoe on the 
lake, where we were to find, as Aleck said, “plenty 
moose.” This sheet of water is shaped somewhat like a 
very short and fat letter 4, the crossbar of the letter rep- 
resenting the main part of the lake, with a hay in each 
corner. The direction of the longest diameter is nearly 
north and south. We camped on the west side, and so 
had a bay on our right and left front, and in our right and 
left rear as well. The country has been a good deal 
burned about the lake. The east side is open for some 
distance back, with very little brush; but the west side, 
apparently burned over long ago, is covered thick with 
brush and small second growth timber. Well defined 


we get to other pond where we goin’; more moose there, 
certain.” 


“That's always the way,” went on the Captain, ‘It’s 


always ‘wait till we get to the next pond,’ or ‘wait till to- 
morrow or the day after.’ It’s just like trout fishing, 
‘there is a larger trout to be had a little further on in 
some other splendid pool. I know all about it. What is 
there to make the next pond any better than this, or the 
last, or to make the day after to-morrow any better than 
to-day, or next week or next month any better than last 
week or than now? I think we ought tosee or hear some- 
thing, if only so as to encourage us.” 

‘How about the three bears we saw and the two you 
shot at,”I replied. 

“Oh, we saw the bears; I admit that, but that was only 
accidentally; we were not hunting them particularly.” 

“No,” I replied, ‘‘we were not after those bears, but 
still we saw on one day at different times two bears and a 
third bear on another day. We have killed grouse and 
caught a good many fine trout. When we get to the 
pond Aleck has in his mind we shall kill moose. I think 
we have done well so far and I know we shall do exceed. 
ingly well before we finish our trip. You can growl to the 
crack of doom and not affect my opinion of things. Last 
year I was twelve days in the woods before I got a shot 
and then killed a splendid bull, and I mean to get a bet- 
ter one this time.” 

While this conversation, of which IT have given a mere 
fragment, went on, Aleck had been drawing something 
with a piece of charcoal on a slip of bark, and now pro- 
duced it. We examined his work and saw a rough map, 
showing what our course was to be as we journeyed east. 
ward, One small pond, then a lake, then two small 
ponds and then another lake. On this last Aleck put his 
finger, ‘“We go there. Kill plenty moose for sure. May- 
be you not think so? You wait we get there.” 

Upon this we went to bed. 

The 19th was clear and warmer. In the afternoon we 
took a load of our things to the head of the lake, and 
then across a portage, passing the first small pond of 
Aleck’s map—a mysterious looking place, suggestive of 
moose, with fresh tracks about it—to a beautiful lake, 
where we left them, covered with rubber blankets. It 
took us an hour to walk back to the pond, and a quarter 
of that to paddle to camp. The Captain had slipped in a 
hole in the bog and was wet to his hips, so he spent the 
evening wrapped in blankets. Rain fell off and on all 
night, but the next morning, after breakfast, signs of fair 
weather appearing, we struck camp and left for Brulé 
Lake at 8:40, passing the pond at 9:30, and finishing the 
portage at 10:30. I knocked the head off a grouse on the 
way. We crossed the lake and camped on a point on the 
east side, commanding a fine view. At 4 o'clock in the 
afternoon we went to the outlet of the lake and caught a 
dozen trout for supper and breakfast. After that we 
watched for moose until dark. The evening was calm 
and beautiful; later the night turned cold and there was 
a heavy frost. 

During the 21st the wind came up from the S.W. and 
the usual rain made its appearance in the afternoon. The 
day being Sunday was passed in a proper way in and 
about camp. Aleck having reported a barren of con- 
siderable extent up the creek from the lake, we started to 
paddle up stream to look at it, but did not go far on 
account of the heavy wind and rain. Next morning we 
left camp at 8:20, leaving some of our things securely 
packed and covered, and taking with us supplies enough 
to last a week, so that we could carry everything across 
at one load and not have to make two trips. As we had 
4 fifteen foot—or as they call it there, ‘a two fathom and 
a half”—canoe, tents, blankets, etc., our loads were all 
fair ones, We got over the portage to the first pond at 
9:10. Aleck not having any name handy for this water, 
We called it Leaping Trout Pond; the trout breaking 
water all about us as we paddled to the head, which we 

on the next portage at 9:37, making the portage and 
getting over the second pond by 10 o’clock, Where we 
barked for our last portage was the track of a 





moose paths go all about the east side and follow the 
shores; so before going to camp we paddled over there to 
look for tracks. We did not have to hunt for them; they 
were to be seen without that, and so fresh that we went 
across to our camp ground well satisfied, and the Captain 
could only grumble in a feeble way. 

We dined at 12:30, and arranged our camp without 
pitching the tent. During the afternoon we paddled 
about a little, but the wind blew too hard for us to stir 
about much. We supped before sundown and then went 
to the southeast bay to watch for moose. The wind fell 
and the sun set in a beautiful, clear sky, with the new 
moon and a star or two hanging over the top of the west- 
ern ridge. We had not gone very far in the bay when on 
the hard-wood ridge away back from the eastern shore 
we heard an old bull ‘‘Bok! bok! bok!” 

‘Moose comin’,” said Aleck, his black eyes flashing 
with excitement. It always amused me to see how ex- 
cited he became when after a moose. The wind was from 
the southwest, so we had to paddle furiously to get out 
of the bay and well up to the north end of the lake, past 
our camp, to avoid giving our scent. We lay quiet about 
50yds. off the east shore and waited. Soon we heard the 
rattling of his horns as he came on, knocking the dead 
spruces and balsams out of his way. ‘‘Boh! boh! boh!” 

“Come pretty close,” whispered Aleck. It was ‘plenty 
light enough to shoot,” as the Captain expressed it. The 
sun had just set and the west was all aglow. The eastern 
shore sloped gently back for 150yds., then descended, 
making a broad hollow, back of which was the hard-wood 
ridge mentioned. We were looking east and the bank 
before us was in light from the still brilliant west. While 
the moose was crossing the hollow we heard little of him, 
but when he came slowly sidling up the near side close to 
the top we heard him again, ‘‘Boh! boh! boh!” Suddenly 
there he was in full sight on tep of the bank, 150yds. back 
from the beach, from which we were distant 50yds. 

“Oh! oh!” whispered Aleck, ‘“‘beeg, beeg bull!” 

The Captain was in the how, I in the middle, Aleck in 
the stern with the paddle. The bull had come up out of 
the hollow a good deal to our right, and now walked 
slowly along to the left parallel with the shore. When 
nearly opposite us he paused a moment and slowly turned 


his head, his huge horns gleaming in the warm light. I 
think that because the Captain had but one eye—he had 
lost the other by ashot when quail shooting in North 
Carolina the year before—Aleck had some doubts about 
his shooting ability, although he had himself, at twenty 
yards, hurled a stick of wood intheair when the wind was 
blowing a gale, and seen the Captain knock it in the mid- 
dle with a shot from his Winchester. I don’t believe 
Aleck Langevin ever sat in a canoe with a better shot. I 
knew him a good deal better, and as the old bull stalked 
along, I leaned forward and whispered all the outlandish 
names I could think of to him, as expressive of the brute’s 
size. 


“By jove, Toney! Look at him! A regular haud credo! 


Don’t miss him, old fellow. Look at his horns! Mindi- 
duh eshkun, Aleck! Eh? By Zeus, Wé’s a perfect mon- 
ster! a behemoth! a jing swizzler! If Mac was here he'd 
call him a ‘buster,’ sure. Take a sure pullon him! About 
a foot back of the shoulder'll fetch him. By George! we 
mustn’t lose him for anything! He’s what 8. would call 
areal ‘goll-sender.’” 
the Captain’s ear. The only perceptible result of this 
friendly counsel was a nod, which I interpreted to mean, 
‘‘Never fear, I'll settle him;” as, indeed, I knew he would. 


With such encouragement I filled 


The bull was a large one, and well deserved all I had 


said about his bulk and appearance as he paused again 
and slowly turned his head with its huge antlers, as 
though suspicious of something, but knew not what or 
where. He might bolt in an instant, if convinced of 
danger and its direction—a moose does not start until he 
knows there is danger and where it is; then he starts, and 
when he will stop is a question to which he is generally 
best able to reply. Up went the Winchester, and at the 
report the bull made a plunge and rushed to the left with 
tremendous strides, Hit, of course; the Captain could 
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tremendous old bull, and tracks were so numerous that | not miss him at that distance. An ordinary deer would 


stand a poor chance, running, at that range, before the 
same gun and its skilled handler. 

Click, snap, bang! Click, snap, bang! Two more shots 
are in him before he has made half a dozen strides. At 
the last he wheels suddenly clear round, and catching the 
fourth shot in his right side as he turns, falls stone dead. 

‘‘Now you got him,” cried Aleck, his black eyes wild 
with excitement, “I tell you he beeg bull for sure. Oh! 
great horns.” 

‘Seven feet high, Aleck?’ I queried. 

“T do’ no. Maybe so big.” 

For a minute or two we sat still, and after congratulat- 
ing the Captain, talked over the bull’s appearance; when 
we first heard him; how we had paddled to avoid giving 
our wind; the noise he made with his horns; how far his 
boh! boh! boh! could be heard; the length of the shot, 
and so forth. Then we turned to look at the lovely 
western sky, with its crescent moon and evening star, 
until Aleck’s impatience got the better of his manners, 
“You want to go see him. We best go now, maybe more 
moose comin’.” So we went up to where he lay and 
looked at him. 

“By Jove, Cece, he’s larger than I thought he was. I 
knew he was big when I saw him come out over the top 
ot the bank, but I did not expect this. How tall is he?” 

Out came the tape line and we measured him carefully. 
Straightening the foreleg, without pulling, and measur- 
ing from the tread of the hoof, bent up to the normal 
standing position, to the top of the withers, the bull stood 
6ft. 10in. From the edge of the upper lip up over the 
nose to between the horns measured 380in., and from there 
to the end of the back 7ft. 7+in.; around the body 7ft. 
10in. The horns spread 4ft. 94in. 

It is hard to forget some scenes. I can see now that 
great moose lying on the open, burnt ground, with his 
immense antlers spread out over his ungainly head. The 
warm glow from the still quite bright western sky lighting 
him up, the Captain and Aleck coming out dark against it. 
The young moon and a star or two over all, with a middle 
distance of lake, now gold by refiecticn, near at hand; 
beyond, ‘dark as the spruce-covered ridges behind the Brulé 
on its further bank. After a while we took to our canoe 
again, but we were restless and did not feel like turning 
in; so we paddled around to the bay in the southeast end 
of the lake and heard a cow bawl. A bull answered, and 
went off in the direction of another pond that way, and 
hearing nothing more we presently went back to camp. 

We raked a few coals together to warm our toes, 
cramped by sitting in the canoe so long with wet mocca- 
sins (a moose hunter, by the way, does not want much fire 
when close about moose; smoke scares them), and smoked 
a quiet pipe. As I knocked the ashes out of mine, ready 
to turn in, I said, ‘“You’re not sorry you came, are you?” 
To which the Captain, dear fellow, replied, ‘‘No; I am 
paid already for the whole trip. I only hope you kill as 
big a bull as thisone.” Next morning I killed one stand- 
ing 6ft. 84in., with horns spreading 4ft. 2in. 

CECIL CLAY. 


ANGLING. 


TT“HERE has been some discussion of late touching the 
art as well as thescience of angling. There is a dif- 
ference, certainly. 

I have a friend who is a lover of music; he can enjoy a 
minstrel performance or an Italian opera. I have seen 
his eyes fill under the influence couched in the skill of 
Ole Bull and Wilhelmj; once I saw him fairly break 
down over a sonata from Beethoven finely rendered. He 
says if anything goes wrong with the performer or if he 
makes a mistake, he (my friend) is advised of it by cold 
chills running down his back. And yet, to this friend of 
mine the science of music isa sealed hook—he cannot 
read a note. Some one told him he possessed the art of 
music. Had he cultivated himself in this art there is no 
telling what sort of a phenomenon he might have be 
come. 

Again, I have known of those who are so much after 
the manner of automatons that their scientific acquire- 
ments become painful to one compelled to listen to their 
performances—Gradgrinds in music, so to speak, to whom 
a minstrel show is a nightmare. 

A combination of art and science may be desirable, but 
if one may not have both I prefer the art. This being a 
gift that comes without asking, is none the less worthy; 
with it one is consoled by the reflection that work will 
enable him to acquire the other. On the other hand the 
labor of a lifetime will not bring to him that which kind 
nature only can bestow. 

The art of angling is a gift, truly, the science an acqui- 
sition. With the gift one sometimes takes to the study 
of the science as a duty owing to the art. Again, the art 
affords so much pleasure to some of its possessors they 
become contented with it; they think the science can 
add but little to the already full measure of happiness 
they possess in the art. 

The science of angling may be acquired at the end of a 
wharf in the busiest part of a busy city. A cane pole, a 
cotton line and worms for bait may serve as instruments 
to knowledge. The delicate bamboo, the silk line and 
exquisite fly may serve the same purpose, The possessor 
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her ablutions to satisfy herself, perhaps, that it is all in 
fun, then resumes her occupation with dignity and grace. 
One of her progeny accidentally falls off the rock, the 
mother drops on all fours and looks down to ascertain the 
result; but no harm has come of it, and the little one is 
back again in a moment. In the next bout the pair go 
off the rock together; the mother evidently determines 
that ill feeling is imminent, so she jumps down and col- 
lars one of the babies. and, with a good shake, sets him to 
one side, while the other sits up at a respectful distance 
as if he were a stranger who had just dropped in to ask 
the time of day. I would as soon have thought of harm- 
ing one of my own babies as any of this family of inno- 
cents. Yet within ten minutes I saw a young man com- 
ing down the road, he was astride a pony, and, as I’m a 
Christian, he had a mutilated chipmunk tied to his saddle! 
He had a small pony, with immense tapaderas that quite 
swept the ground with their long points, a macher over 
the saddle so ridiculously large that the pony reminded 
me of a boy in a man’s overcoat. This young man had a 
clean face, save a something in imitation of a moustache 
and fawn-colored whiskers the size of one’s finger. He 
had also buckskin pants with fringe down the sides, a 
woollen shirt and a sombrero that might serve him as an 
umbrella; his slender waist was incumbered with a cart- 
ridge belt, in this he had a knife about a foot long, and he 
carried in his hand a .22-caliber pistol. He bade me good- 
morning with an air of reckless bravado that belongs only 
to one hundred and ninety pounds of bad man, while he 
would weigh perhaps a hundred with his arsenal. It was 
a rude intrusion upon the art of angling. 

I wonder at this young man. I always have been puz- 
zled to understand the purpose of his creation, and fear I 
shall decease in that benighted condition. Angle worms, 
ants and bugsin general, may be devoted toa use, but 
this young man is under the protection of the law; a 
human being might be hanged or imprisoned for killing 
him; the law even forbids his being cut up into bait. I 
have wondered, too, as to what possible use he or any one 
could put the exaggerated littleness shining in his hand; 
the evidence of the abuse of it was hung at his saddle 
bow. I heard a man once tell one of this genus that if 
the latter ever shot him with a thing like that, and he 
(the man) found it cut, he would give the shooter the 
‘worst licking” he ever had in his life; the threat was eg 
efficacious as a builet froma Winchester. I have won- 
dered, too, why the genus tourist comes into this country 
with revolvers of any kind; they are useless as against 
the animals, two or four-footed. They bring them in hol- 
sters, buckled up, I presume, to keep out the wet; the 
‘Bad man from Bitter Creek” would empty his revolver 
and reload while the other was feeling for the buckle. If 
the stranger had no arms and got into trouble, which he 
would hardly do without his seeking it, the chances are 
some other bad man, reluctant to miss an opportunity, 
would take the quarrel off his hands—I have known ot 
such instances. I know also—and have not wondered— 
men who have passed many of the best years of their 
lives in this country, who never carried a revolver, and 
they have gone through scenes calculated to enliven the 
hair of these innocent bearers of unnecessary burdens. I 
I have often thought I would mention this in pure charity, 
and as the young man broke in upon me in my pursuit 
of the art of angling, I deemed it a fit occasion. 

But can I get back and finish my tour up the range in 
the same mood in which I started out? I'm afraid not, 
so I will rest a little and forget the unpleasantness by 
going away from the vicinity of it. 


of the art may be compelled to the wharf and the cane 

pole and the worms, while his aspirations led him toward 

crystal streams, the songs of birds and the fragrance of 

wild flowers, in company with the pretty bamboo. There 

is a harmony in this combination aspired to, that science 
is often ignorant of. This is a combination that cannot 
condescend to exact measurements, that refuses to be ruled 
or squared or demonstrated, that is absolutely as free of 
scientific conventionalitios as the breathing of the sweet 
fresh air. This combination is the aid to the art of angling; 
without it angling would not be an art, perfect, but a 
science merely—as the worthy deacon in the corner would 
say, “bless God”—for the art. 

I do not wish to be considered as deprecating the science 
of angling; I stand in awe of it, the awe begotten of ignor- 
rance, but I do love the man who hath given me the tackle 
to harmonize with the art. The art must have been his, 
otherwise he would not have understood the means to the 
fuller gratification of the art. So, I love him for his gift, 
and that he had the industry to add to my happiness 
while adding to his own. 

In the interest of science it may be essential to know, 

; to a dead certainty, whether the specimen I have at 
the end of my line in the pool is Salmo purpuratus or 
S. virginalis, Coregonus williamsont or C. johnsoni, or 
any other Italianized Scandinavian. But the knowledge 
to that dead certainty would not add one grain to the en- 
joyment Iam having. Insuch instance science would be 
superfluous. With the view, however, of tracing, for 
instance, the origin of the noble Alexander, absolute 































































precision may be necessary, but precision is not essential 
to enjoyment. For the benefit of science it may be neces- 
sary to know whether the remote ancestor of his excel- 
lency were a monkey or a tadpole, or both. I therefore, 
you see, recognize the valve of science as having a 
tendency to show whence we came and whither we are 
going, and as there is such a science as the science of 
angling, I take off my hat to it along with the other 
sciences, 

My notion of the art of angling, as it is the notion, I 
learn, of a great many, does not consist in knowing merely 
how to use fine tackle. This is only one of the ingredi- 
ents that go to make up the total, or perhaps that tend to 
refine the art, if I may be permitted to suggest that so 
delightful an art is susceptible of qualification; or, rather, 
the art may not be cultivated, though one may cultivate 
himself in the art—it is thus better expressed. 















































































The morning sun is up over the range, the air is cool; I 
see that the blackbirds are beginning to gather in great 
flocks, and I start out an hour ahead of the team. The 
walking is good in more than one sense; I have had more 
or less of it for a month, and know whereof I write. I 
am younger than a month ago, and can and do strike into 
aswinging gait through the straight avenue of pines 
leading up to the western slope of the range. Many of 
the trees are dead now, but there is a new growth strug- 
gling for recognition, and a little way back, on either 
side, the fire ceased, so the bright green relieves some- 
what the sorrowful-looking dead trunks. I can hear the 
melody of the stream at my left, and soon I come to 
Fraser City and in sight of the creek. Fraser City con- 
sists of a deserted log cabin gone to wreck. 

Thence for a long way I have the tumbling crystal for 
company and havea chance to watch the water ousels 
hunting industriously for breakfast. There are mosses 
along the banks and a few late flowers, the raspberries 
have ripened and have been gathered by the birds and the 
wayfarers, so that only achance berry is available, but 
I have had plenty and am contented with a farewell taste. 
A pool, a couple of feet deep, challenges my attention, 
and cautiously peering through the brush I find at the 
head of ita solitary trout, waiting for a fragmentary 
meal to float over the riffle in front of him. While I watch 
him he rises slowly to the surface, takes in something I 
cannot see, and then settles back quietly into his old posi- 
tion. I would help him to a tid-bit and succeed in cap- 
turing a late fly; this I drop overboard, he sees it, and a 
little impatient at its slow approach he darts to meet it, 
then settles back again. You have no business lingering 
here, my black-spotted friend, you should be on your way 
down stream. Stepping through the brush I let him catch 
sight of me, and he darts away without so muchas a 
thank you for what I had done in his behalf. 

On up the road again, I put half a dozen miles between 
me and my starting point before I sit down upon a rock, 
refill my pipe, and wait for the wagon, Sitting here in 
the shade, busy with the pictures made by the sun’s rays 
stealing through the pines, dreaminz over the thin 
wreaths of fragrance drifting away on the still air, im- 
pressed with the sublime peacefulnc::, [ am prepared to 
welcome a mother chipmunk, who, with a pair of nearly 
grown children, put in an appearance, as if seeking an 
interview. She sits up a few yards away watching me, 
and the young ones follow suit. As I make no movement 
she concludes, evidently, that I am harmless, and skips 
toward me, the little ones following, until scarcely a 
dozen feet away. Then she stops and sits up again upon 
another rock and washes her face, while the youngsters, 
like a couple of puppies, wool each other, roll over, then 
up and at it again. The old lady pauses occasionally in 























































































































I received a letter while I sojourned in the wilderness; 
I received it by an accident, it contained a postscript of 
course and the postscript ran: 

‘*You are hid away so that I believe no one on earth 
knows where you are or what you have been doing. I 
will therefore address this letter to you in care of Ute 
Bill, hoping he may find you.” 

This postscript calling for an answer, I gave it: 










I am camping, Dido, camping, 
On the Yampa’s sedgy banks; 
I am far from fashion’s follies, 
And the world of business cranks. 













L have fought the gay mosquito, 
1 have missed the fleeing deer, 
I have fallen into whirlpools, 
That have made me chill and queer. 












I have breathed the mystic sweetness 
Of these azure courting hills, 

I have quaffed the cold elixir 
From these rippling mountain rills. 











I have cast the gorgeous coachman, 
And have wiled the wily trout; 

I have munched his luscious carcass 
And have warded off the gout. 








Iam camping, Dido, camping, 
On the Yampa’s crystal stream; 
There is naught on earth to vex me, 
And I’m free to smoke and dream. 


But I’ve thought of thee, Oh Dido, 
Thought, at morning, noon and night, 
And between times, and at leisure, 
As a‘vagrant lover might. 

























This evening, at the beginning of winter, the firelight 
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shines cheerily and the wind outside is on a lark. She 
sits in the warm corner with a pile of stockings, all of 
them too small for her own use. I notice a silver thread 
here and there about her temples as she bends over the 
gaping evidences of youthful energy and patiently weaves 
the long bright needle in and out. I fancy the silvery 
threads are an improvement, they have crept in so slowly 
I can realize in them no evidence of change, except that 
I like them better than I did the plain brown. 

‘‘What are you dreaming about now?” 

I cannot fathom the influence that prompted this in. 
quiry, I only know it comes, as it always does, pat to the 
humor. 

“I was thinking of the letter I wrote you from the 
Yampa.” 

To this there was something like a little curl of the lip 
in coldness and the inquiry: 

‘‘Were you trying to put a trick on me?” 

“Trick, no, certainly not—why did you think so?” 

‘“‘T thought dido meant a trick.” 

“Oh! Well, the Dido I referred to was a lady of Tyre.” 

“Of Tyre”—reflectively—‘‘I never heard of her. What 
good did she do?” 

“She loved her husband.” 

“Ts that all?” 

‘All! No. She got the better of a coterie of real estate 
agents, and became rich. But did you not like the 
letter?” 

**T suppose so; which did you eat, the coachman or the 
trout?” 

“Aren't you just a little hypercritical? I fancy there 
are some good lines in it—the ‘azure courting hills,’ for 
instance?” 

‘‘That sounds very like ‘heaven kissing hill.’ ” 

“There is no denying it; but I flattered myself the 
poetry was fair, as such verses go.” 

**Do you call it poetry?” 

‘You were wont to so dignify the like.” 

‘But I am older now.” 

“7 do not think so.” 

It was a very old-time glance she gave me as she said: 
‘“‘Then it is.” BouRGEOIs. 

DENVER, Dec. 4, 1886. 


TRAVELS IN BOON GAH ARRAHBIGGEE. 
FROM THE DIARY OF JOSEPH GOATER. 
EDITED BY F. H. TEMPLE BELLEW. 
(Continued.) 

oe on the morning of the first day of the Wang- 

brezy’s festival I was awakened by singing and 
music. This was their greeting to the rising sun whom 
they congratulated on his good fortune in happening to 
be present at the grand celebration they were about to in- 
augurate, at the same time complimenting him on the 
punctuality of his attendance. The singing was low 
and plaintive at first, gradually changing to a tripping, 
twittering measure, into which the notes of birds and the 
drone of insects was ingeniously interwoven. Their in- 
struments consisted of whistles, a variety of horns chiefly 
made out of a peculiar spiral gourd, a huge zither twenty 
feet long with strings made out of the gobwich, from the 
thickness of your finger to the fineness of sewing thread, 
and played by two men with padded hooks. Besides 
these there was an enormous tambourine with the usual 
drum on one side and strings on the other that produced 
nothing short of distant reverberating thunder. As the 
sun fairly cleared the tops of the distant mountains the 
time changed to that of their national martial air—a wild 
tumultuous tempest of a tune, calculated to make the 
windows rattle in any American house, and to cause the 
ears of a clam peddler to ache; I had fairly to hold my 
own until it had got a hundred yards off, and then it was 
only just bearable. Still the sounds were not discordant, 
and there was a weird and stirring melody about them at 
a distance, full of barbaric grandeur. 

Having marched about a couple of miles around the 
camp the cortege pulled up opposite my tent under the 
grand old mosomea tree. Then began the games; first 
by throwing the bingee, then firing at a mark, and then 
at each other, duel fashion, with the fowfur loaded with 
soft clay pellets. Then they all engaged in a race to 
reach the top of a tree, the victor to receive a prize in the 
shape of a large red seed, which he wore for the rest of 
the year with great pride as a mark of distinction. There 
is a certain tree in this country whose branches grow out 
almost horizontally, and are quite elastic. It is called the 
himpsa. One of these being selected by an umpire is 
carefully inspected by the whole party, who then retire 4 
distance of 200yds. Ata given signal they all start, each 
trying to reach the tree‘first in order to secure the most 
advantageous branch. Each, as soon as he has nailed 4 
limb, commences, by a vigorous motion of his body, to 
sway it up and down until he has got enough ‘impetus to 
throw,him up to the next branch, where he repeats the 
operation, and so on till he reaches the top. Sometimes 
he will straddle the branch, and often stand on it with 
his feet as acrobats do on a spring board, showing the 
most wonderful daring and dexterity. My favorite mam, 
Toptee, won the prize and came grinning with it in 
hand to show me. “The little God brought me that,” he 
said, caressing it. “The little God very fond of Topte® 
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FOREST AND STREAM. 


428 





When I gave him a bright brass chain to hang it by 
around his neck, whew! Vanderbilt and the Duke of 
Westminster were beggars beside him. 





THE HIMPSA TREE. 


After several other games had been played there came } 
alight lunch of fish, fruit, cakes, and the goorta cup. 
That despatched my two warrior attendants retired for a | 
short space of time, but presently reappeared attired in | 
full fighting rig, which is much the same as that used for ! 
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THE KHI-GOORTA—I. 


hunting big game. The warrior in this case is literally 
covered with weapons. To the shin of the right leg is 
attached a strong elastic piece of bambco 6ft. in length 
with something like a cleft spoon atthe top. This is for 





THE KHI-GOORTA.—II. 


holding either a dart or a stone. Placing one or the other 
of these in this receptacle the warrior grasps it with his 
right hand and, throwing his body back, he pulls the 


| bamboo with him; then suddenly letting go, and bending 
his knee at the same time, the missile is hurled with im- 


| mense velocity against its intended mark. My sketch, 


however, will give a better idea of the weapon than ever 
so much description. 

This instrument they call the Khi-goorta. To supply it 
the warrior carries a bag of ammunition slung over his 
shoulder. This elastic wand fitting, as it does, in asocket, 
can be easily removed, and is then used as a club and 
becomes a fearful weapon in the hands of these muscular 
little fellows. His other weapons are as follows: On his 
head a species of casque with a sharp knife projecting 
from the top, front and rear. To his left forearm is 
strapped a sharp dagger that projects beyond the elbow, 
and in his left hand he carries a creese. A double-bladed 
knife is bound to the palm of the right hand, so that he 
can use his fingers and thumb for handling the khi-goorta, 
or for any other purpose, while another dagger is attached 
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ADVANCING UNDER COVER OF THE PATSA. 


to the right forearm, similar to that on the left. To the 
inside of each foot is firmly fastened a short, stout claw, 
similar to the arrangement worn by workmen in our 
country to enable them to climb telegraph poles, and for 
a parallel purpose. 

Thus accoutered, one of these active little Wongbrezy 
will engage in a hand to hand encounter with large and 
ferocious beasts, and almost invariably come off victori- 
ous. In their encounters with human enemies otherwise 
caparisoned, I doubt not they are equally successful. 
They were so in the only case I ever witnessed, where a 
party of Arahbigces encountered a marauding band from 
the mountains. Their great object is to get at close quar- 
ters with their enemy as quickly as possible, when they 
fight like wildcats with their heads, elbows, hands and 
feet. They can readily detach the khi-goorta from the 
shin, when it might be in the way in running or leaping, 
but in close-quarter fighting they consider it quite an ad- 
vantage. 

In order to get near their foe without suffering from 
the darts, slings, boomerangs and other missiles mostly 
used by mountain tribes, they employ a composite shield 
called patsa, made of sections of wicker work covered 
with tough hide, about eighteen inches square. Each man 
carries one of these sections, that are so arranged that 
they can be locked together in any number, making a 





DETAIL OF PATSA. 


shield of any desired size, which is then carried on the 
end of a pole, or poles, by several men, and under this 
cover they make their advance. 

They also use this patsa as a protection against the sun 
and rain in unsheltered places. By asimple contrivance, 
a sort of winch, they can twist the hooks round so as to 
pass through the holes and then in turning them back, 
tighten the plates together. Iam satisfied that a similar 





RESTING UNDER THE PATSA. 


kind of defense, made of steel plates, might be used with 
great advantage by civilized armies for advancing under 
musketry fire. Ishall speak to officers on the subject, 
but soldiers, like men of all other trades, are full of stale 
traditions, and no arguments can convince them of the 


value of anything absolutely new till they are blown into 
it, or it into them, 

All these things, and many more, the Wongbrezics 
exhibited during their festival. When the sun had just 
touched the horizon the whole party collected around 
my tent and sang a parting song to the luminary, wish- 
ing it good night and a refreshing bath (they imagined it 
sank into the lake every evening and swam round, or 
rather was carried round by the current, to the other 
side, whence it arose the next morning), and thanking it 
for its obliging attendance during the day, and for having 
kept away all rain and clouds, Then they all cried three 
times, ‘‘Clock! Clock! Aharooma woo, Aharooma packka, 
dogue war Wambarr,” and then filed off to the Banquet. 
And such a banquet! No alderman ever sat down to its 
equal, at least in variety of fish and game. The fragrant 
leaves of the moy-aya served for crockery, and gourds 
for drinking cups. I will not attempt to enumerate the 
dishes, but piles of the delicious marble duck stuffed with 
ground nuts and savory herbs, roasted in the ashes, to- 
gether with choice joints of the exquisite Axis venison, 
and some Ghi pears and spice melons were enough to 
satisfy my highest idea of a repast. At 10 o’clock I 
retired to my tent, leaving the merrymakers dancing, 
singing, howling and playing all sorts of boisterous 
pranks, and I went to sleep, dreaming that I was back in 
my native America, running to a fire with the boys in old 
Cambridgeport. 


A MEMORY OF GOOD HOPE. 


“THALASSIDROMA MELANOGASTER (Gould). — General color 
throughout, brownish black; belly white, divided down the center 
by a black stripe; rump and sides behind the thighs pure white; 
legs, fect and web between the toes black; length, 8in.; wing, 
644in.; tail, 3in. Not uncommon off Cape L’Agullas and on the 
southeastern coast. 


“THALASSIDROMA LEUCOGASTER (Gould).—Resembles preceding 
species in size and color, with the exception of being rather 
lighter, and the white of the belly not divided bya black stripe. 
(Obtained by H. E. SirGeorge Gray in the Cape Seas. The only 
specimen that has fallen under my notice was kindly presented to 
the South African Museum by Lieutenant-Commander L. A. 
Beardslee, U. 8S. Navy; captured on board of his ship, the U. S. 
steamer Aroostook, about miles to the westward of the cape, in 
May, 1867."—Birds of South Africa, Layard). 

Be sure and italicise the “not” in above description, for it so 
happened that it became the most important word of the whole, 
and thereby hangs this tale. 


thes was a dark night and a rough one. For several days 

a heavy southeaster had busied itself piling up into 
seas, which, if any seas are so entitled, could be fairly 
termed mountainous; the immense mass of ocean at its 
service comprising the great bowl, with a Great Circle for 
its circumference, into which, seven thousand tmiles 
asunder, Capes Horn and Good Hope dip, while to the 
southward the depth reaches to the ever present and lJast- 
ing Antarctic ice fields. There is no lee off the Cape of 
Good Hope, and a very moderate breeze from any direc- 
tion, starting before it a mere ripple, may produce ere it 
reaches the cape’s meridian a watery range which would, 
if the first seen by a neophyte, furnish basis for night- 
mares for a lifetime and insure his adherence to the land 
forever. 

The developing process had been carried to perfection 
upon this night of May 20, 1867, and a speck of a gunboat, 
of which I was skipper, was reaping the full benefit of it. 
Under the snuggest of canvas, simply a few hammocks 
stopped on to the weather after-shrouds, with every spar 
and boat and gun well lashed or cleated—everything, in 
short, well secured for storm—the little boat lay to, look- 
ing well up into the wind and bowing to the enormous 
foam-crested and marbled green and blue billows which 
came booming toward us, apparently bound to overwhelm, 
until, with their crests higher than our mastheads and so 
near as to shut from view all else, the advance slope would 
slide under our forefoot. Lifted by the solid water, likea 
boat in a lock, we would rise till at the very summit. 
Then the crest would divide and go rushing by, as, with 
our bow pointing downward, we too would rush down 
into the great valley, comfortably and gracefully as a gull, 
but not so dry; for, although no green water came on 
board, on either side the combers gushed in, flooding our 
decks a foot or more deep, just enough, as the sailors 
said, to ‘‘wash her face and keep her sweet,” for she soon 
cleared herself. 

I often wonder now if the little Aroostook, a ‘“‘ninety-day 
gunboat” of but three hundred tons, was in reality the 
daisy of a sea boat that I then thought, and still think her, 
always ready, when called on properly, to respond; tack- 
in a light wind, wearing in a gale, scudding or lying to in 
first-class style; or, if she owes her place in my regard 
and memory to the fact that she was my first command, 
and that younger then by half my lift time, I had more 
confidence both in ship and skipper than now. I very 
much doubt, if the prospect of going to China in a boat 
of her size were now before me, that I would be able to 
muster the enthusiasm and zeal which then made of the 
trip and prospect a delight. 

Although even a moderate gale will get up off the Cape 
a high sea, and a strong sea one of the highest, yet neither 
the gale nor resulting sea are as dangerous as lesser ones 
in some other localities. The gales, especially to the 
westward of the Cape, are ‘‘honest ones,” blowing gener- 
ally quite steadily from one direction, and not liable to go 
back on a luckless mariner, flanking and driving his help- 
less craft back over a troubled path; and the seas, though 
fearfully high, are comparatively harmless giants, long 
and regular, grand and stately in their progress. They 





eae 


wee 








are not so dangerous as half the wind will in half the time 
pile up from two or three directions at once in say our 
little picnic ground off Hatteras, in the Gulf Stream, with 
a southeaster transforming itself into a northeaster, which 
transformation scene will, I guarantee, excite more 
emotion, physical and mental, than can Good Hope at its 
worst. I speak feelingly and I trust with due respect of 
Hatteras. The strains and bruises which came to me ina 
five days’ circus in that charming spot this spring are still 
fresh in my memory. Lying to with a northeast wind 
blowing against the current and at the same time engaged 
in a fracas across our hull with the high seas got up by 
its predecessor, sending its own seas across us, over us and 
through us, and apparently watching a chance when the 
old sea has given us a good hit on our lee quarter, forcing 
the stern up and head off, to send an extra-sized and ugly 
messenger to send us off wallowing into the trough, then 
both hammering together and rocking us in the cradle of 
the deep, until it remains an open question which side, the 
lee or weather, scoops up the most water as we roll; and 
which set of boats or bulwarks goes first becomes a 
problem—a few days of this, with constant cold drench- 
ing, and a diet of sardines, hard tack, and other food 
needing no cooking, for with sea water instead of hot coal 
filling the galley furnace, cooking becomes one of the lost 
arts—are quite enough to dispel all romantic notions in 
regard to ‘‘a life on the ocean wave,” and to fully im- 
press one with the good sense in the lines— 
“If Bermuda let you pass, 
Then look out for Hatteras.” 

But off Good Hope the chances of having the wind 
with and not against the current are fair. 

The Agullas current runs from the eastward and it is 
bordered by reflex currents. Thus with a little luck in 
adjusting the latitude we can ride out quite a heavy blow 
with tolerable comfort and with but little risks of sudden 
shifts, of collisions with unlighted coasters or of driving 
on to a lee shore. 

For three days we had been bucking against the head 
wind, each day our noon’s position indicating less and 
less success; and as we gained in distance the wind gained 
in strength. 

We were forty odd days out from Rio and mess stores 
were getting uncomfortably low, the coops had been 
empty a fortnight and the few remaining eggs did not re- 
semble Czesar’s wife and but one ambition animated, one 
thought possessed us—to get around the Cape—for at that 
time, before the breakwater was completed, Table Bay, 
fully open to the southeasters, was not to be thought of 
and Simons Bay was our objective point and from it Cape 
Town was easily accessible. 

Aside from the rest and comfort that any port would, 
after so long a trip afford, Cape Town had for us attrac- 
tions peculiarly its own; glorious four-in-hand drives at a 
gallop over the smoothest of roads, and through the grand- 
est of scenery to Wynberg, Stellensbosch and the far- 
famed vineyards of Constantia; hunting trips among the 
mountains, where with lions a possibility, and ostriches, 
jackals and monkeys a probability, there was a certainty 
of at least something out of the common, for to all but my- 
self and one other, South Africa was terra incognita, and 
the proverbial English sportsman’s views as to the chances 
of procuring a few buffalo in Broadway were but typical 
of the Aroostook’s mess in re South Africa; and even I, 
who had been there, after having incautiously admitted 
that I had not been hunting, was unable to cool off the 
heat I had started, by account of a large freshly-killed 
lion, which one morning I saw stretched ona low cart 
and drawn by at least a dozen span of oxen into the city. 
If within two days of the market place the Hottentots 
could kill such game, why not we as well? 

And there were many other potent reasons, good din- 
ners at Widdon’s Hotel,where Cape mutton, furnished by 
the broadest of broad-tailed slieep, should be but one of 
the many good things; dinner parties at the club and mess, 
balls and picnics, all in the immediate future. 

In addition to all of these jolly prospects, there was 
another strong incentive to impatience during enforced 
idleness. We were racing. 

Starting at about the same time with ourselves, two 
other ‘‘90-day gunboats,” the Unadilla and the Penobscot, 
were also on their route to China, and the first one of us 
to double the Cape would become the pioneer of all future 
gunboats, so there was, we thought, fame to be won. Well, 
we won it, for we were first around and first to reach 
China, and somefow it did not seem to impress any one 
but ourselves and the defeated. 

That night our chances looked gloomy. Icould imagine 
the other boats tearing along seven oreight knots perhaps 
(full speed in those days) and we just marking time, if 
indeed we were not losing ground, for if a little further 
south than we thought, the current was carrying us to 
the westward, and we had been three days running on 
dead reckoning, except for an altitude near noon that 
day, not very valuable at the best, and ours was not of 
the best with rolling country instead of a plain to furnish 
horizon, the navigator clinging with one arm around a 


it was, the result indicated that we were somewhat south 
of the charted position, hence probably to the westward 
also. 

A westerly set was not what we wanted and to push on 
was. But as the figures representing ‘‘coal expended” 
were looming up, while those of ‘“‘coal on hand” were 
dwindling most seriously, I concluded that we might as 
well hold on, and if we gained no distance we could save 
coal. So bringing her by the wind, we snugged her as 
described, and amused ourselves contemplating the pros- 
pect. She lay nicely, not a bucketful of green water 
came aboard, although often a baffled comber would spit 
at us spitefully and drench all in its wake with spray. 
But that didn’t bother us, the water was not cold, oil 
skins enveloped us, and we were all more or less wetany- 
way and cared little for an extra ducking. 

Nothing occurring on board ship excites half so much 
hilarity as the good drenching of a few, generally cooks 
or coal heavers, coming on deck for a bit of fresh air, 
and stowing themselves in some tempting unoccupied 
spot forward. And a bit of danger mixed in does not 
destroy the flavor. 

I have seen both watches hard at work in a heavy gale 
rigging a sea anchor, one of the last resorts, to be used 
only if engine or steering gear breaks down; to be launched 
when all else fails to keep us head to and out of the 
trough. The launching, a perilous task, and the entire 
situation so grave and serious that its equivalent on shore 
would blanch faces and cow brave men. I have seen 
them scream with laughter when dashed in all directions 
from their work by a comber, and come up skylarking to 
complete their task, every mother’s son of them endeavor- 
ing to outvie his shipmates with real or apparent indiffer- 
ence to danger. Sailors are curious animals. 

With everything snug and comfortable, we had spent 
that afternoon trolling for albatrosses, great numbers of 
which had for several days been following us, and we 
had enjoyed rare sport. 

‘‘And a good south wind sprang up behind, 
The albatross did follow; 

And every day, for food or play, 
Came to the mariner’s hallo.” 

Our albatrosses came for the food, but the play part of 
the business was ours. Accompanied by hosts of other 
sea fowl, gulls, terns, cape hens, cape pigeons, boobys, 
bosus, mollymanks and stormy petrel; they had cruised 
constantly in our wake, swooping, now and then, in 
screaming bunches at some food fragments drifting 
astern. It seems a curious instinct that causes these fowl 
always to betray themselves by screaming whenever they 
discover a prize, thus attracting the entire flock, which 
rush in fora share, and ten to one the finder loses his 
dinner, unless it is of size suitable for instantaneous swal- 
lowing; and while the gonies chase the prize bearer and 
try to tear away the prize, thesmaller birds hover beneath 
and in fragments get the most of it. It is also curious to 
note how soon they learn our meal hours. The corporal’s 
guard at six bells was by eight bells swollen to a regi- 
ment, and thence till two bells (1 P. M.), when the mess 
cooks had finished cleaning their gear, and the bonanza 
in the head, of pork scraps, slush, beans, hard tack and 
scouse had ceased to yield dividends, there was a motley 
and noisy gathering astern, a pretty sight, to be long re- 
membered. At times two or three cooks would simul- 
taneously empty their pails, then for a time we would be 
deserted and for several miles unescorted; then one by 
one they would overtake us, and rendered bold by impun- 
ity, eager for more, would approach even to touching dis- 
tance (I have seen one hit with a boathook by a man in 
the stern boat), and frequently fly over our deck, and 
while just above us peer down with their heads sidewise 
like acrow peeking intoa jar. After we had hove to, 
we were never left alone, and then the fun began. 

Trolling for albatross is not so simple a matter as it 
would seem from description, and saving the bird alive 
when hooked is a very difficult feat. Our gear was 
simple; a long strong line, a big strong hook, a slice of 
pork rind, the stronger the better, and a float of cork (a 
slab from an old-fashioned life preserver is just the thing). 
The baited hook is floated two or three inches under the 
surface. As a pot of refuse eame drifting under the 
counter, we “skillfully cast our fly into the pool” of 
grease, and as it cleaved the birds would come rushing, 
driving away the lesser fry, and settle; always making a 
curve to leeward, rounding to head to wind, and heaving 
aback their immense wings, backing hard with their 
paddles as they touched water, they would make a beau- 
tiful flying move and strike the right spot every time. I 
never saw one attempt to feed flying; they moored, furled 
sail and piped to dinner. 

Among the tid bits our combination had its chance, and 
when dipped for then came anxious times, for if, through 
any cause, our line should tauten while the birds head 
was under water, he would, if he could, let go; if he could 
not, that head would never come up again, and we had 
but to haul in by main strength a drowned bird. And 
with the falling off and coming to of the ship, the weight 
of the line and inexperience, there were lots of chances 


backstay while he took snap shots at a brightish spot | for it to tauten. The game was to keep all slack until, 
supposed to be the sun, stopping at times to swear a little ! with head stretched up, the bird, bothered by the float 
and perhaps feeling a prick from the hook, would attempt 
first to disgorge it, and failing in this, would try to get! 


as he wiped the spray drops from the mirrors; there were 
some chances that it would hardly rate as good, Such as 








away by flight. This was not an easy matter, though, 
for they cannot rise without a preliminary paddling, flap. 
ping rush to windward, and during that rush there wag 
new danger to us or him of escape or death. We meta. 
phorically ‘‘lowered our tips.” 

Once in the air—well, just imagine yourself playing a 
fish 12ft. long at an angle upward of perhaps 80 or 49° 
to the accompaniment of a medley of screams and rushes 
from his mates, who would not cease their apparent at- 
tacks upon the hampered prisoner until he was well down 
and in over the taffrail. Landing him was another little 
circus, the nearer he came the wilder he got and the 
stronger he pulled. Then when he did come down, it 
was, “Stand clear!” for with wing strokes that would 
easily break a leg and most savage bites from a mandible 
10in. long, he for a time had us almost as much as we had 
him. Very soon though, ancient mariner as he was, he 
would have to pay the usual penalty of a first trip on a 
vessel, 7, e., become thoroughly sea sick. The bird would 
vomit the entire contents of his stomach, a greasy mess, 
then settle down with half closed eyes and sprawling legs 
into a sulky, stupid, apparently inert mass—not so stupid 
though as to fail to quickly notice and strike sharply at the 
legs of any adventurous tar coming within distance; and 
if he once got hold he would hang on like a bulldog. As 
the biting apparatus is from 8 to 10in. long, with corres- 
ponding gape, sharp-edged and with powerful muscles, a 
bite was to be avoided; and to get the hook out was in 
consequence an adventure. Our method was to first poke 
at him with a broom or squillgee handle. This he would 
instantly seize and crush and cut through half its thick- 
ness. Then we puta running bowline around his neck, 
hauled taut and hove theends around and over the handle 
and we had him gagged, with jaws nearly out of action; 
a paint swab soon supplemented the gag; then a lot of 
men grabbed any and everywhere to hold down the pin- 
ions; then out hook, clear away everything and siand 
clear. This second struggle always produced a second 
fit of seasickness. 

We killed none of those thus captured alive; after we 
had had our fun out of him we would release the priscner. 
To set him free was not so simple a matter either; for un- 
able to rise from the water without difficulty, from our 
deck it was an impossibility; and it was necessary io 
carry our prize to the rail and pitch him overboard. 

To blanket, hold, carry and let go (without losing the 
blanket) a fifty-pound, struggling, biting bird, over wet, 
slippery and jumping deck, was no child’s play; but it 
was just nice enough sport, with spice of danger, to be 
thoroughly enjoyed by Jack, and the unlucky ones who 
did get nipped or who tumbled were laughed at for 
sympathy. 

One day, while contemplating one of our prisoners, | 
overheard afunny soliloquy. Among our crew was an 
unconscious droll, one of those odd creatures who, with- 
out knowing it, was always funny. Thompson, a son of 
Erin, was the cook of No. 1 mess, in which capacity he 
kept Jimmy Legs (the master-at-arms) in a constant state 
of eruption. ‘“Bricktop,” that was his sobriquet, was a 
long, lean, red-headed, putty-faced, freckled, pimpled 
and raw-lipped specimen, always in a scrape, but im- 
mensely popular, for without meaning to be so, or even 
knowing that he was so gifted, he was a very droll man. 
On this occasion, regardless of the call back of the master- 
at-arms, he had dropped his scrubbing brush, and ac- 
coutred as he was in a torn and dirty sleeveless red 
undershirt, and an abbreviated pair of duck trousers, 
rushed from the berth to the quarterdeck to see what the 
excitement was about; and bare-headed, bare-armed and 
bare-legged, stood well to the front, arms folded, and 
taking in the prize—a shining, glowing study in pink, 
red and yellow—and thus in excited tones: ‘‘Howly 
Moses, d’ye mind the say goose! D’ye mind his legs, 
they’re contagious to his body! an’ his bill, ’tis worse nor 
an attorney’s, an’ phwat a fut he has, all hell wouldn't 
thrip him up. Blessed mither, sure he’s the devil’s own 
chicken.” 


By this time the enraged master-at-arms had collared 
him, and while ignominiously marching him below, was 
cheered by the roars of laughter that ‘‘Brick’s” soliloquy 
had produced. 

All sorts of curios were furnished by the drowned ones; 
some of the quills were over two feet long. The men 
skinned the feet and legs for pouches, made pillows of 
the feathers, sea pie of the flesh, and scrimshawed the bills 
and heads as souvenirs for their sweethearts. We caught, 
I think, eight. 

That evening I had made all preparations for a com- 
fortable night out, enveloped in oil skins and rubber, 
with back braced against the weather bulwarks, and well 
protected by themand our lying-to hammock, I had fitted 
myself into the coil of the throat halliards, and dozing at 
intervals watched at others, the wind, sea, weather, helm, 
spars, etc. Iwas disturbed froma nap by a thump on 
the deck by my side and a fluttering. Calling the Quar- 
termaster he responded with a deck lantern, and we 
searched for the cause, which we found in the lee water- 
ways—a wounded, gasping, stormy petrel. 

Evidently the bird had been disturbed by us, and per- 
haps, dazzled by our lights, had come in collision with 
some part of our rigging, for its wing was broken and it 
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was otherwise bruised. Naturally I picked it up, and 
then came the question what to do with it. The simplest 
and most human course was to kill and “‘put it out of its 
misery.” That one does with little compunction, although 
it is far froma pleasant duty when one wings or other- 
wise wounds a bird. But this was a peculiar case. The 
bird was a petrel, a ‘‘Mother Carey’s chicken,” and it was 
plowing hard. I am nota very superstitious man, yet I 
confess that I did not like to do it; my suggestion to the 
quartermaster was not responded to ina very zealous 
manner. 

I do not think that he, any more than myself, gave full 
faith to the views attributed in both prose and poem, to 
sailors in regard to the probable nature of this bird and 
the probable ill-fortune that would follow its slayer. 

For that matter I don’t believe that I ever did know a 
real sailor that did fully believe that in these little birds 
are sheltered the souls of defunct sailors who, through 
sundry indiscretions, have forfeited their rights to a snug 
perth in Fiddler’s Green, with free rum, tobacco and 
sweethearts, and are confined in Davy Jones’s lockers, to 
be given in this form and under the recognizances of 
Mother Carey, liberty for an indefinite period, their time 
to be occupied in a constant hunt for rations, with never 
a watch below. 

Still, I suppose we both had it to some extent. I think 
that if my kitten had, while I was cogitating, left her 
snug berth in my bunk and joined us, I should have 
meanly put that bird where I had found it and she could 
see it, and claimed that ‘‘it was the cat.” 

Finally I concluded that even a petrel would, with but 
one wing, one eye, and general demoralization, be better 
off dead than alive, especially in a gale of wind and hun- 
dreds of miles from shore, and I killed him. And the 
consequences of this act still affect me, and the readers of 
FOREST AND STREAM, for this letter, written a score of 
years after, is one of them. How little I thought that 
this apparently unimportant act would result in making 
for me good friends, giving to me good dinners, and to 
the world a very rare and valuable specimen. Thus it 
was. I had an all night up before me with nothing to do 
unless some unforeseen emergency arose. I had been 

studying a little book and trying to learn from it how to 
skin, prepare and preserve birds, and this bird gave me 
an opportunity to practice; it was a subject, in fact. For 
several hours I passed my time in the effort to get it ready 
for stuffing. It was my first attempt, and when finished 
I threw it in a locker and forgot all about it. 

The next day the wind and sea moderated, and not long 
after we had doubled the Cape and anchored in Simons 
Bay, whence to Table Bay and Cape Town it is but a 
short and pleasant drive across country, and as soon as I 
could get away I went over. I had been there often, had 
lots of friends, and a good time was in anticipation. I 
visited the South African Museum, anxious to see the 
only extant specimen of the dodo and its egg. 

At the museum I was most politely received and cicer- 
oned by the curator, Mr. Edgar Layard, brother of the 
famed explorer of Nineveh. Showing me around, we 
came to a great case containing quantities of petrels of 
many varieties. Naturally I looked for one like mine, of 
which I was now for the first time reminded. Isaw none 
just like it, and mentioned the fact to Mr. Layard. He 
became at once greatly interested, and began a most 
eager examination, in which I very much fear that, from 
a scientific point of view, I failed badly. I had not 
noticed much about my bird, but stuck to it that I could 
see none like it in the case; and Mr. Layard’s excitement 
developed into an enthusiasm that I had then never seen 
equalled, though since my experience with the professors 
on the Bluelight dredging trips has furnished similar 
exhibitions. I firmly declined to admit that by any pos- 
sibility the pure white of my bird’s belly was either orna- 
mented or disfigured by a single black feather, let alone a 
“stripe.” This, by the way, was about the only point 
upon which I was sure, and this certainly was due to the 
fact that, through want of skill and experience, I had 
badly soiled the white belly with blood, and had wasted 
considerable time endeavoring, with water, chalk and 
pipe clay, to restore the primitive purity. This I told him, 
and this convinced him. Seizing both of my hands, and I 
verily believe coming within an ace of embracing me, he 
shouted, “Upon my word, my dear fellow, I believe you 
have secured a leucogaster! Where is it? Can I see it? 
Would you be willing on any terms to part with it?” and 
more to that effect. 

Enthusiasm is contagious. I began to have it myself 
and to wonder where I had put that bird skin. When I 
told him that it was somewhere in my cabin, that the 
museum was welcome to it, but that I was a little appre-. 
hensive that Signor Jose da Cousta, who was my steward, 
might have taken the opportunity afforded by my absence 
to clean house and might have thrown it away, his anxi- 
ety was painful, and with my assent he at once tele- 
graphed in my name, and I that evening wrote Joseph to 
‘pare that bird and send it over. — 

_The next day it came, and I was nearly as impatient 
(judging from my act) as was the scientist. Immediately 
Upon receipt of the package (I was at the time enjoying 
the society and voice of a charming young South African 

Y, singing to me the, to me, new song, “Pas de la 


rhone que nous,”) I started for the museum, was met at 
the door by Mr. Layard who claimed tha the had passed a 
sleepless night; the possibilities of Joseph’s failing had 
broken him all up. I, too, had passed a sleepless night 
and so I told him, but not at first the cause—a jolly little 
dance that lasted till the small hours. The joy, excite- 
ment and enthusiasm of yesterday were but lethargy, 
when compared with the sensations manifested when 
with trembling hands the package was undone and with 
trembling voice my friend announced, ‘It is, IT 1s, a Leuco- 
gaster!” and at that shout there gathered other learned and 
scientific men and collectors, some wise on butterflies and 
some on bees. 

A great book of magnificently colored plates of the 
birds of South Africa was produced, and life-size was seen 
a portrait of my bird, and under it the legend: ‘‘But two 
specimens of this very rare bird have been obtained, both 
by Sir George Gray, Governor of the Colony. One was 
presented by him to the British Museum, the other retained 
in his collection.” 

Could and would I part with it? 
equivalent? 

I declined the money offer, tempting as it was in those 
days, for the dance and extras had rather depleted my 
purse; and presented the bird to the museum, Mr. Layard, 
however, insisting upon my acceptance of a few choice 
hen turkeys to take to sea with me, and a good part of 
another which I that day partook of at his hospitable 
table. 

Some years after there came by mail to mea book. It 
was a copy of the ‘‘Catalogue of the Birds of South 
Africa.” On its fly leaf the compliments of its author, 
Mr. Layard, and on page 358 the description which has 
formed the text of this discourse. I now send it to For- 
EST AND STREAM with my compliments. PISECO. 


Would! think £10 an 


“HA HA FLY.” 

THINK it is the wise, witty and wicked Henry Heine 

who says the Jews persecuted and hunted his ancestors 
so much that he inherited a love of hunting himself. My 
love of the pleasures of forest and stream accompanies 
the early but fond recollection of the brier patches and 
woods of Indiana where I was wont to pursue the fugitive 
cottontail every Saturday during my college days, and 
where I was ever ready to lay aside ‘‘Butler’s Analogy of 
Revealed Religion,” or the Pons asinorum, for a day with 
a rifle among the gray and black squirrels in old Jefferson 
county, in the Hoosier State, as long ago as 1852, and I 
would be loth to asseverate that at fifty-three [ could 
cause a rifle ball to impinge upon and impale a squirrel’s 
eye as well as I could thirty-three years ago, when I was 
aboy. And as this is only a brief, unambitious rambling 
and gossiping sketch of a day’s gunning, let me here ex- 
press my joy at the forthcoming publication, through the 
Forest and Stream Publishing Company, of ‘‘Nessmuk’s” 
poems. The grand old man whom I have joyfully fol- 
lowed with his ‘duffle’ and his light canoe from Punta 
Rassa, Florida, all the way up to the interior fastnesses of 
the Adirondack woods, can get more good sense and more 
fun and frolic out of the woods than any man in America. 
And he translates the unwritten laws as well as the joys 
of the forest, and of the deep sea, too. better than any 
disciple of good old Izaak Walton it has ever been my 
good fortune to follow with mind and heart and im- 
agination. 

‘“‘Nessmuk” sent me a copy of his poem, recently writ- 
ten, entitled: ‘‘The Joys of ye Granger,” and it is as full 
of his characteristic genius as the ‘‘Arkansas Idyl,” lately 
printed in our own FOREST AND STREAM. It was Dean 
Swift who said ‘‘Only a man of genius could write an in- 
teresting sketch on the subject of a broomstick;”’ and 
‘‘Nessmuk” almost casts the halo of romance around the 
form of ‘‘Ye Granger’s Son,” as he feeds the brindle bull 
or takes care of the ‘‘Darby Ram,” and then lazily swings 
himself on the old-fashioned farmyard gate. 

‘“‘Nessmuk” never misses in his studies of nature what 
N. P. Willis calls ‘‘the reluctant, hiding, best word,” and 
some of his sentences are poems, as with the same per- 
meating and subtle love of nature, in her various moods, 
he paints in immortal colors scenes where 

“The May sun sheds an amber light 
The new-leaved woods and lawns between.” 

But this is only preliminary to my funny recollections 
of an zsthetic day, with a double-barreled shotgun, 
among the rabbits with Senator George Handy Smithand 
Magistrate James Brown, of the Twenty-sixth Ward: 

The portly Senator, who is President pro tem. of the 
Pennsylvania Senate, is a close friend of that bright, 
lovable-and genial gentleman, M. Stanley Quay, the great 


piscator, who, it is well understood, is the coming man 


to wear the Senatorial purple for Pennsylvania at Wash- 
ington, after the 4th of March proximo. We call the 
President pro tem. the Lord Chesterfield of the Senate, 
and as a boy he had a good deal of the blood of ‘‘old 
Virginia never tire” in him, and the rod and gun were 
early household words and joys to our elegant but some- 
what adipose friend and statesman. 

The world and politics have dealt tenderly with 
‘Gentleman George,” and he had long been promising 
the Scribe and Magistrate Brown that we should go to 
his country seat in Montgomery county, and bag a dozen 
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‘abbits. But the serious question before the House was 
“where should we get a good rabbit dog?’ A happy 
thought struck the Senator from the Twenty-sixth Ward 
We called on Dr. Parmenter in our Division, who assured 
us that he had the finest beagle in the land in bis cellar 
and in truth his cellar was “full.” “But,” said the 
Teutonic doctor, ‘“‘while he catch the rabbit in the open 
field easy, when you say ‘Ha! ha! Fly,’ the dog he run 
away with avidity, so, Senator, you must not lose your 
eye on him yet.” 

After extremely moderate libations of Bohemian beer 
and the warmest assurances as to the safety and certainty 
with which the beagle would chase a rabbit to his death on 
the greensward, the gastronomic and somewhat Rabelai- 
sian Senator asked that the beagle should be shown up by 
the hospitable Dr. Parmenter. 

The Doctor, after exhibiting his Parker gun of marvel- 
lous excellence, produced the dog in a leash. 

And I am bound to say thata more furtive-looking 
beagle hound I never gazed upon; but one more bottle of 
beer satisfied the Senator that we had ‘“‘corralled” on to a 
prize in dog flesh,and that not a single rabbit would sur- 
vive our aggressive and sporadic hunt, with three guns, 
unlimited cartridges, and a lunch which, when the gas- 
tronomic George had packed it in a capacious basket, 
would have made Lucullus grow green with envy. 

I sighed when I saw this display of edibles and bibables, 
good enough for Pantagruel and voluminous enough for 
the paunch of Pantagruel himself, made me doubt 
whether George, the Senator, meant anything other than 
an zsthetic outing. I sighed and said, looking at the well- 
filled lunch basket, plethoric to the bursting point, “It is 
painfully evident to me, Senator, that you mean to sit on 
the back porch while Magistrate Brown, myself and Ha 
Ha Fly (the Teutonic-Parmenter dog) drive the cotton- 
tails in front of you. Are you guilty, O noble Roman?” 

Senator George denied this soft impeachment, assever- 
ating that asa Virginia gentleman he was “a gunner 
from way back,” and that the lunch was only asecondary 
consideration, undeserving mention, his objective point 
being “rabbits.” But he admitted that for the first hour 
he and farmer Terry, who had met us at the station, 
would guard the lunch basket, while Brown and myself 
with Shoo-fly, as he called the dog, could drive out the 
reluctant Bre’er Rabbit, close to the piazza! We consented 
to this arrangement, only stipulating that the portly Sen- 
ator should not devour all the cold beefsteak or the crisp 
celery till we came back and reported progress with Ha 
Ha Fly. 

I took one end of the string, the other end being securely 
attached to Dr. Parmenter’s Ha Ha Fly. Judge Brown 
went peeking and poking with his gun into every fence 
corner, brier bush and pile of fence rails visible to the 
naked eye, while the dog, looking as if he had been fed 
on cedar shavings for two months, was totally oblivious 
to his surroundings, only semi-occasionally looking back 
(like Lot’s wife, hankering for—salt), toward Senator 
Smith and the back piazza, where the old political ‘‘war 
horse” sat, smoking a fragrant Cubana, but with a mis- 

chievous twinkle in the left-hand corner of his right eye! 

The Senator had been positive that the rabbits were 
abundant, but that the safety of the lunch basket would 
require his attention for one hour. 

He said the game protective society of Montgomery 
had planted out a dozen rabbits in the spring, and from 
the cottontail’s well-known fecundity, he had reason to 
think there were about 444 rabbits in good position on this 
100-acre farm. 

“Judge” Brown assured me ‘that Senator George 
Handy Smith, for a man who had held office sixteen 
years, consecutively, was an eminently truthful man.” 
Could I doubt such a candid statement? But being a 
born doubter I said to myself, ‘Cui quomodo quibus 
auvillis is it that the demnition rabbits don’t show up?” 

“Hist,” said the enthusiastic Brown, “I see a cotton- 
tail in the fence corner. Shoot him on the spot.” 

I looked scornfully at the judicial-minded Brown as if 
to say, ‘‘We are not the kind of sportsmen who kill any- 
thing on the ground.” 

With that palpable hit I took off Ha Ha Fly’s leash 
and led him up to the rabbitt in the fence corner. 

Ha ha Fly only looked embarrassed, and I grew hot 
as I said to Brown, ‘This is the stupidest dog I ever 
saw. Ha ha Fly must be the latest joke of the Senator 
from the Twenty-sixth Ward.” Finally, I kicked up ths 
rabbit and unloosed the Parmenter-Teutonic but seedy- 
looking beagle. 

He took one mournful look at me, made no vocal sign, 
but started full tilt after the rabbit, now 50 feet’ ahead. 
Strange sequel! From that hour to this neither Ha ha 
Fly nor the rabbit have been seen in Montgomery county. 
We peeked around for another full hour intent on game. 
Then Judge Brown gave me one despairing look and said, 
‘‘We can’t do much with rabbits without a dog.” I con- 
curred with the ‘‘court,” but I insisted that that was the 
only rabbit in Montgomery county, and had been chased. 
and shot at so much that it was probably gun shy. 

Still, the Judge prodded all likely looking brier patches 
and fence corners for the supposed reluctant and nest 
hiding rabbit. Not one could be induced to show up; not 
even a ‘mountain partridge.” We both grew darkly 
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LONG ISLAND BIRD NOTES. 


Editor Forest and Stream: 

In looking over my bird notes the other evening, I came 
across a few records for Long Island which I do not think 
have ever been printed and which may possibly interest 
some of your readers, 

Tringa maritima—Purple Sandpiper.—On Nov. 22, 1876, 
Mr. James Remsen shot a specimen of this rare sandpiper 
at Westhampton, Suffolk county, L. I. The bird was the 
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suspicious of the Senator from the Twenty-sixth, and 
Brown cautiously suggested that the good ‘‘old man” had 
been playing ‘“‘roots” on us, To this I demurred, as the 
Senator, relying on the fecundity of the average rabbit, 
really believed there were 444 rabbits on his country place 
and within reach. 

We stood not upon the order of our going, but hasten- 
ing back to the piazza, as the sun had long ago passed the 
zenith; and sure enough there was the magisterial Sena- 
tor, reading the latest ‘‘Daudet,” the smoke artistically 
curling above his head, and before him spread an appe- 
tizing lunch which Mynhere Van Tassel might have re- 
joiced to see and taste on that memorable occasion when 
kindly Minerva, Knickerbocker says, provided a couch 
for Van Tassel on the greensward after a ‘‘full” dinner. 
That lunch disappeared like the contents of an ambitious 
politician’s pocket book on an election morn. The Sena- 
tor sadly drew out his check book and filled out a check 
for $100, as he feared Dr. Parmenter would demand Ha 
Ha Fly, or what the negro called ‘‘a squidulent,” when 
we got home. The Senator believed he had been grossly 
deceived by the Game Protective Society of Montgomery 
county, and disbelieved in the fecundity of the rabbit or 
that the cottontail habitually ‘“‘breeded every month,” as 
the Game Protective Society asserted. 

The dinner mude us forget our bad luck, and Terry, the 
farmer, devoured his share of the beefsteak on a Friday, 
albeit Farmer Terry was a good Catholic; but we didn’t’ 
have the heart to stop his good digestion, which clearly 
waited on appetite. The Senator says next year there will 
be more rabbits and better beagles. J. M.S. 





decoys. I happened to be staying at the same house with 
Mr. Remsen, and he presented the bird tome. I had no 
difficulty in identifying it, asi had a specimen of the 
species in my collection, and appreciating its value as a 
local specimen, I carefully prepared it for skinning by 
filling throat and nostrils vith cotton and expressed it 
with a basket of ducks to my home. On my arrival at 
home two days afterward, my disappointment can be im- 
agined when I found that an over-zealous domestic had 
carefully plucked and prepared the bird for broiling. I 
have not had the good fortune to secure another Long 
Island specimen since that time. J. P. Giraud, in his 
“Birds of Long Island,” says: ‘‘This species I have never 
met with, and from my own observations of its habits and 
customs I know nothing. On the shore of Long Island it 
is exceedingly rare.” 

Somateria dresseri—American Eider.—On Nov. 29, 
1879, two eider ducks, presumably of this variety, were 
shot in Flushing Bay by a local gunner. 

Oceanites oceanicus—Wilson’s Petrel.—On Aug. 7, 1881, 
Mr. O. B. Smith, of Brooklyn, shot a specimen of this 
petrel on Long Island Sound near Sand’s Point, Queens 
county. The bird was mounted, and I had the pleasure 
of examining and identifying itin Mr. Smith’s office, 
where it now is. 

Nyctala acadica—Saw-whet Owl.—On Nov. 4, 1884, I 
shot a female of this variety near Flushing, Queens 
county. RObERT B, LAWRENCE. 


LEARNING A LESSON. 


NE morning in October a few years ago, after nine 
months of careful training of a young Ivish seiter, I 
set out to hunt ducks. I had great faith in my dog; he 
was of excellent strain, had proved tractable and intelli- 
gent and was a good retriever, which I particularly 
desired to have, being very fond of duck shooting. I had 
started early, and soon after daylight was passing through 
a piece of woods on the shore of the river along which I 
was hunting, when a large bird flew over just above the 
treetops. Without stopping to determine what it was I 
brought the gun to my shoulder and fired, and the large 
bird fell plump into the river. In an instant my dog was 
in the water after the game. When I reached the bank, 
having to push through some heavy undergrowth, I saw 
him in contest with the bird, and at one moment drawn 
completely under water in the struggle. 

The large bird was a bald eagle, slightly wounded in 
one wing. He had grappled the setter, and the setter, 
surprised and frightened, broke loose and swam rapidly 
to shore. I shot the eagle, and at a sandbar a short dis- 
tance below brought him out and showed the setter he 
was no longer to be feared. 

A half mile further on I killed two ducks within a rod 
or two of shore, and told the setter to bring them to me. 
He refused; and no amount of coaxing could induce him 
to go or stay near them, though I was gentle with him 
and held the ducks near his nose after I had retrieved 
them myself. To cut the story short my dog was ruined, 
and months of careful training went for naught, through 
the mistake of a moment. 

Young gentlemen, and others, too, for that matter, may 
learn a lesson from my misfortune, and I put it on record 
for their guidance. One point to be remembered is that 
it is unsportsmanlike and often discreditable to shoot at 
everything that flies over, or comes within range of your 
gun. J.C. B. 

WASHINGTON, D.C. 





at Fernwood, IIl., Nov. 29. 





Game Bag and Guy. 
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Address all conmunications to the Forest and Stream Pub. Co. 


WESTERN GAME NOTES. 


{AST SAGINAW, Dec. 14.—I noticed in last week's 
issue of the FOREST AND STREAM that my friend 
John Davidson tells of the brief visit he made to East 
Saginaw, and the sport he had with the ruffed grouse. I 
heartily agree with him that no nobler game bird exists 
than our grouse, and that it requires a dog of exception- 
ally good qualities as well asa man that is a quick shot 
and above the average to make a creditable bag on this 
ame, 
? The shooting has been very good this year, myself and 
a friend bagging from eighteen to twenty-two or three 
birds in a day’s shoot a number of times, and taking into 
consideration that we have a city here of fifty thousand 
inhabitants, and going out in the morning and coming 
back at night and making a bag of this kind I think is all 
one can desire. The weather has been glorious. The 
ideal October days have lasted well through November. 
What I have to complain of is the merciless slaughter of 
the pot-hunters. For those who shoot for market and 
market alone, I think are to be classed as such. I think 
it is safe to say that upward of ten thousand birds have 
been shipped out of the Saginaw valley to market, and 
this must necessarily destroy our shooting before long. 
Every time these fellows see a bird, whether it is ina 
tree or on the ground or gets up before the dog, the largest 
thing he sees is the almighty dollar, and that is what he 
shoots for and that alone, and besides they carry it tosuch 
an extent that they go every day that it does not storm. 
We may in the fall see some particular cover where, after 
the leaves get off and the proper time comes, one expects 
to go out and take a day’s recreation (for a business man 
these days are limited and do not come as often as they 
should), and after all preparations are made and one has 
one through the keenest anticipations he finds hopes are 
dashed and it is only a straggling bird now and then that 
the cover produces. You learn only too late that the birds 
are gone to market. 

Several of your a have made mention of 
the snowy owl this fall. Owls have been extremely 
numerous with us this season. Wm. Richter, the taxider- 
mist here, who has a State reputation for the quality of 
his work in mounting deer heads and birds, informs me 
that he has so far put up eighty-five owls, and about 
three-quarters of them have been white ones. This is 
very unusual, for if half a dozen are brought in during 
the fall and winter months it is as much as we expect. 

' Your correspondent from Bismarck, Dakota, says he is 
surprised that none of the parties visiting that section this 
fall goose shooting have reported their luck, and 
makes mention of one party killing about 600 birds. I 
rather think he must refer to the annual pilgrimage made 
by the East Saginaw party. I have been for the past 
four years out there each fall, and this year about Oct. 1 
with seven friends made up a party in the good car “‘City 
of Saginaw” (which belongs to our hunting club) oe 
along our cook and porter, and spent two weeks of soli 
enjoyment in this paradise of water fowl. We killed 511 
— in six days shooting, besides getting a number of 

ucks, sandhill crane and sharp-tailed grouse. One day 
we had exceptionally good luck, bagging 165 geese, 76 of 
them being killed by myself and one other. This may 
seem to some of your readers unnecessary slaughter, and 
the question will be asked what could we do with all this 
game? Tosuch I will say that not one bird was wasted. 
What we could not eat and give to our friends in the 
West we brought home and distributed to our friends 
here. A hard freeze coming on about three days before 
we left froze our birds solid, and we built a big crate on 
the rear platform of the car that held 200 geese, and--our 
ice box underneath held nearly as many more. 


A MOOSE HUNT. 


LL day we traveled up a steep ascent, 
And over barrens wrapped in fine, crisp srow 
Till evening came, and then prepared our camp 
Beneath the shelter of the silent firs, 
Whose spreading limbs almost obscured the sky. 
Our camp completed, some, with sturdy strokes 
That started Echo from her frozen caves 
Amid the mountains, felled the groaning trees; 
Some peeled the bark for fire, some water brought, 
While some prepared the couch. Our labor o’er, 
Be“ore the glowing fire whose kindling blaze 
Coiled like a serpent round the frosty logs, 
We circling sat and ate our rude repast, 
Bread, meat and tea. Smile not, ye epicures! 
Your dainty palates ne’er enjoyed repast 
As sweet as ours; for hunger seasoned all 
With sauces richer than the choicest spice 
From India’s sun-kissed land. Our supper o’er, 
Our pipes produced, attention on each-face, 
We silent sat and heard our guide relate 
How, near this spot, some twenty years agone 
He found a yard, and ere the evening came 
Had killed his seven moose, with how and where, 
Description of the cows, the calves, the bulls, 
The weight of each, the number shots he fired, 
The distance of each shot, each shot’s effect, 
Till, half the camp asleep, he slumbered too, 
And dreamed the hunt again. Then ’neath thestars 
With solitude and nature all around, 
Tired eyelids slept fatigue and care away; 
Till o’er the distant mount that towered high, 
Like a huge cloud in the keen eastern air, 
The kindling dawn appeared; and ere the sun 
Had reached the distant mountain’s topmost height, 
We had our moose killed and prepared for home. 
Carn BRETON, Nova Scotia. Henry E. BAKER. 








only one seen, and was killed as it flew across the duck | 
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We created quite an excitement on the way. At eve 
little re where our car stop for a few moments a 
crowd of the curious would gather around and make com. 
ments. I brought home an excellent specimen of what | 
suppose to be the blue o-. as it is a rich slate color al] 
over except on the under side of the head and throat, 
which is white. I had it nicely mounted, together with 
other specimens, and prize it very highly. 

We contemplate having a re-union of the party just be- 
fore Christmas, and have written to the absent members 

'tosee if they can come. They are R. D. Schultz, of 
Ranesville, O., and Gen. E. 8. Jackson, of the British 
army, at present residing in Canada, whom I had the 

seek fortune to meet on the Cascapedia River last sum- 
mer, as I was one of the party of which he and Mr. Wells 
were members, where we spent several weeks with the 
salmon and trout. 

If the opportunity presents itself before long, I will give 
you a little sketch of a camping expedition which three 
of the fraternity indulged in a few weeks ago, and relate 
_how one of the members got lost and inquired for ‘‘Sec- 
_ tion 37.” W. B. MERSHON. 


BELGIAN HARES AND GRIZZLY BEARS. 


' Editor Forest and Stream: 
In Forest AND STREAM for Dec. 16, “A. C. H.” asks 
; whether it would be advisable for him to introduce Bel- 
gian hares into Maine. The experiment would cer- 
. tainly be worth trying if your correspondent will import 
a large number of the animals and turn them loose in a 
| locality which is suitable for them. In many European 
towns the hares are a staple article of food, and although 
Iam an “ardent partisan” on the subject of the superior- 
ity of things American, I must say that the European 
‘hare far excels any of our own species as far as table 
| qualities are concerned. They breed once a month only 
| When chased by hoop snakes, but nevertheless they are 
| prolific breeders and will multiply rapidly where food is 
!abundant. There would be no danger of an over supply, 
| because they are too valuable for market purposes. I am 
afraid that the Maine snows will be rather too deep for 
these hares, as they are ground feeders, and do not ae 
the open fields until they are driven into the woods hy 
the severest weather. It is said that they rapidly become 
emaciated when confined to the woods. I have killed 
| these hares in Denmark in the middle of winter, and have 
found them very fat at that season of the year. But the 
snowfall of that northern land is not nearly so great as it 
!isin Maine. Young hares that are hardly bigger than a 
{minute are able to keep fat so long as they can feed 
on grasses, no matter what the temperature may do with 
their thermometers. 

“Speaking of corns, how is your grandmother?” Four 
of us have made arrangements tospend a month among 
the grizzly bears next year and we want to hear about tlie 
advantages or disadvantages of the explosive bullet when 

| used for the purpose of discouraging the animal in ques- 

| tion. We should like very much to hear from men who 

‘ have had actual practical experience. We are under the 

‘impression that an explosive bullet No. 50 fired from a 

, Sharps rifle would confuse a grizzly so that he could not 

| fight rapidly or with any precision of movement, and that 
we could then put in solid bullets whenever a gocd open- 
ing for business offered. We are all accustomed to hunt- 
ing large game and two of the party have just returned 
from a bear trip in Montana and Idaho, but none of us 
have ever used the explosive bullet. We shall start out 
with the avowed purpose of making a record of grizzlies 
and wish to be as well fortified as possible. 

Let us have testimony on the subject of explosive bul- 
lets of small caliber--.45 or.50—and their effects when used 
on large and dangerous game. Mark WEST. 


New YORK. 


SUMMER Woopcock SHOOTING.—Tompkins county, N. 
Y.—Editor Forest and Stream: The communication pub- 
lished in FOREST AND STREAM of the 9th inst., in which 
the abclishment of summer woodcock shooting is sug- 
gested, meets with the warm approval of ‘sportsmen gen- 
erally. Indeed, I have failed to hear, after a pretty 
thorough discussion with many of the leading members 
of the fraternity as to the advisability of the proposed 
postponement of the season, of a single protest. It has be- 
come to beathoroughly recognized fact that earnest, 
united effort on the part of the best class of sportsmen is 
absolutely necessary to much longer preserve even a re- 
spectable number of this rare and wily bird for annual 
shooting. For a very long term of years it has been cus- 
tomary among gunners to locate, just prior to the opening 
day, the habitat of the woodcock, and with the arrival of 
the long anticipated event, everything in the shape of a 
shooting iron, from the modern breechloader to the old- 
time annihilator, has been improvised and hurried into 
the field. Asa result of this more or less determined 
course of destruction, where a dozen birds were found a 
few years ago scarcely one can be started during the en- 
tire season at present. Tompkins county formerly ranked 
among the most prolific woodcock districts of the com- 
monwealth, but the last decade of wholesale slaughter 
has left only a gentle reminder of the grand bonanza times 
fast fading. Postpone the opening day until Oct. 1, and 
let the woodcock thrive.—M. C. H. 





New York.—Ithaca, Dec. 18.—In Tompkins county 
partridges are not unusually numerous. Only fair bags 
are reported by our local gunners. Rabbit shooting has 
been poor, owing to the detective tendencies of the treach- 
erous ferret. Foxes are fairly plenty. Duck shooting 
along the eastern and western shores 0: ogee Lake has, 
up to the present writing, been fairly good. The best 
ground for a day’s sport will be found in the immediate 
vicinity of Union Springs. The number killed this fall 
compared to that of three years ago, is startlingly insig 
nificant. On a cold December day of that year two 
brothers bagged, in four hours, and within two miles of 
Ithaca, ‘thirty-four ducks, seventeen of which were shot 
e > double discharge of a brace of muzzleloaders.—M. 


A NumsBek oF Wiz Boars, consigned to Reiche & 
Bro., of this city, arrived on the steamer Werra from 
Bremen, last Sunday. Some of them will go to Tuxe 
Park, where it is proposed to introduce the sport of AL 
sticking; and some to Judge Caton’s park at Ottawa, 
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DEC. 23, 1886. } 


SPORTSMEN’S CLUB.—The Gloucester, Mass., 


‘Ann Advertiser reports that ‘‘the Essex Sportsmen’s | 
an held their first annual match last Friday and Satur- ' 


day. The club was divided into two sides, one was led 
by Mr. C. W. Chipman, the other by Mr. J. E. Fuller. 
e grand total of each side was as follows: Chipman’s 
side, 7 partridges, 13 quails, 8 rabbits, 7 red squirrels, 36 
snow buntings, 8 crows, 1 owl, 1 butcherbird, 1 bluejay; 
total points, 1,715. Fuller’s side, 27 rabbits, 10 quails, 12 
snow buntings, 4 crows, 1 mink, 3 gray squirrels,8 red 
squirrels, 1 butcherbird, 1 owl; total, 1,150. Mr. John E. 
Fuller stood at the head individually with a total of 505 
ints. The following are some of the highest single 
scores: D. B. Riggs, 465 points; C. W. Chipman, 120; W. 
P. Burnham, 300; C. Jenkins, 210; F. Haidy, 315; J. H. 
Burnham, 185; W. Ross, 200; T. B. Fuller, 195. The club 
and invited guests participated in a supper on Wednes- 
day evening, at the expense of the losing team. Mr. 
Fuller, who made the best record, as above shown, was 
presented with an elegant silver medal suitably inscribed. 
After supper the club reorganized, under the name of the 
Essex Gun Club, and made choice of the following ofii- 
cers: President, J. E. Fuller; Vice-President, D. B. Riggs; 
Secretary, C. W. Chipman; Treasurer, E. 8S. Andrews.” 





A NortH CAROLINA RESORT.—Garysburg, N. C., Dec. 
14.—Many of your readers, especially those among the 
sportsmen of the North, would be glad to know the 
advantages our place offers them for hunting. Garysburg 
is at the junction of the Atlantic Coast Line with the 
Seaboard & Roanoke R. R., which connects at Norfolk, 
Va., with the New York, Philadelphia & Norfolk R. R., 
and is only two miles south of Weldon, N.C. Itisa 
small village, blessed with educational and commercial 
advantages, and inhabited by moral and hospitable 
people. The climate is mild and salubrious. Within a 
radius of ten miles any quantity of deer, wild turkey and 
quail can be found, and on the Roanoke River, only two 
miles south, rare sport can be had shooting ducks and 

eese. The hotel is kept by mine genial host, W. T. Kee. 

e himself is an experienced huntsman as well as a good 
caterer, and those of your readers who desire to spend a 
vacation in profitable pursuit of game may rest assured 
that no place can offer better facilities.—J. H. P. L. 





PROPOSED ALASKA ExcurRSIoN.—New York, Dec. 20.— 
Editor Forest and Stream: It has often occurred to me 
that I would like to fish and shoot for one summer in 
Alaska, but when I have mentioned this to my friends I 
have found them much more willing to go down to the 
Great South Bay or one of the southern coast resorts than 
to undertake a trip like this. I think I could get ready in 
about twenty-four hours if a party of gentlemen could be 
got together for this trip next summer, say to start from 
New York by the 15th of May and return about Sept. 15. 
I have taken the trouble to ascertain that there would not 
be material difference in the cost by any of the numerous 
routes to Puget Sound, and from there we could go by 
the regular line of steamboats or have a sailing vessel take 
the party up and remain with it all summer. I ask that 
you publish this and see if they can not be handed 
together for the trip.—J, E. PALMER (115 Greenwich 
avenue), 


QUAIL IN CONFINEMENT.—Brooklyn, N. Y., Dev. 20.— 
In answer to an inquiry from ‘‘H. M. W.,” in regard to 
the care and feeding of quail, I have successfully kept 
them for seasons, and have some at present which are in 
the best of health. I feed them alternately on wheat and 
buckwheat mixed, screenings and occasionally table cel- 
ery. Ihave also planted wheat and buckwheat in two 
separate boxes, which I keep ina warm place until it 
sprouts. After that I place one box in the coop and 
change them every morning, keeping one box growing 
steadily, in this manner the wheat is always fresh. I 
plant it as deep as possible, otherwise they wil! pull it out. 
| give them plenty of fresh water twice aday. By this 
mode of feeding I have lost but two birds cut of a dozen 
(which two, by the way, appeared sickly when received. 
—J. F. M. 





MarinE.—Camp Caribou, Aroostook County, Dec. 12.— 
Still-hunting has been a failure, all the earlier snow- 
storms terminating in a crust, and I know of no deer or 
moose being shot. Many caribou have been killed, as 
they are comparatively easy to get and are quite plenty. 
Two have fallen to my gun, and two more tempting 
chances were had since, but I had gotten my quota. An- 
other hunter, E. K. Peek, got two at one shot, and the 
pith of it lies in the fact that he saw but one until after 
firing ; the second one, quite small, stood near by the one 
aimed at. One of those shot by myself was a bull of 
great size and had superb antlers. The head has been 
set up by Bowler of Bangor.—WARFIELD. 





MANITOBA Furs.—Utica, N. Y., Dec. 20.—One day last 
week a car laden with furs was ferried across the St. 
Lawrence River at Brockville, transferred to the Rome, 
Watertown & Ogdensburg Railroad, and afterward sent 
through to New York. The @r came from Winnipeg, 
and the furs it contained were owned by the Hudson’s 
Bay Company and valued at $71,000. The skins in the 
car represented the destruction of 437 bears, 65 silver 
foxes, 5,187 beavers, 800 foxes, 4,255 lynxes, 8,178 martens, 
291 wolverines, 207 wolves, and a host of small animals. 
Another carload valued at over $60,900 passed through to 
New York a few days ago.—PORTSA. 





Hien Pornt.—New York, Dec. 22.—Editor Forest and 
Stream: I have recently received several inquiries in re- 
gard to the weather at High Point, N. C. For the benefit 
of those of our brother sportsmen who contemplate going 
there for a few days’ shoot, I copy a portion of letter just 
received from David White under date of Dec. 19, in 
which he says, ‘“‘The snow all disappeared by Sunday, 
12th, since then the weather has been very fine. The 
birds (quail) seem te be more plentiful than before the 
snowfall.”—Gro. T. LEACH. 


THE TURKEY.—Washington, D. C., Dec. 17.—I see that 
a bushman advertises good turke yg Be your paper 
at $1.50 per day, includin gui e, dog, key, etc.” 
was going to say that I will bar the guide, dog and trim- 
mings if he will only furnish the turkey to scale not less 


than 12lbs, weight.—Tar HEEL, 


j clearly shows, (See September and October, 1885, “Tri 
' ing Rifles at Creedmoor.”) I will copy his short letter in full, that 


te 


FOREST AND STREAM. 


LESSONS OF THE TRAJECTORY TEST. 


Editor Forest and Stream: 

The following article of Mr. R. H. Burns in your columns of July 
8, 1886, is not true, but decidedly false, as the face of yous report 
al of Hunt- 


may see it: 

“I wish to call the attention of Mr. Napoleon Merrill to the fact 
that in your test of hunting rifles there was not a muzzleloading 
hunting rifle in the contest, the nearest to it being the one [the 
Merrill rifle] fired at the 100yds, range, and that one was beaten in 
regularity of bullet flight, i. e., in aecuracy by twenty-seven of the 
thirty-three breechloaders in competition. At 200yds. the muzzle- 
loader target rifle [the Romer eh with all appliances of a target 
rifle, beat all of the breechloading hunting rifles in the regularity 
of shooting, the nearest one to it being the Maynard .40-cal., which 
was just four thousandths of an inch behind the Romer muzzle- 
loader, the difference in elevation at 100yds. of 5 shots being: 
Romer, .292; Maynard, .296; difference, .004 of an inch. The work 
of the breechloader is selling it.” 

Thus boldly and unqualifiedly says Mr. Burns, who here steps 
in as a volunteer critic to back up Mr. J. T. Clapp in his criticism 
on my “Turkey Shoot” article, vide your columns of July 1, 1886, 
p. 449.. Mr. Burns is a member of the Chautauqua Sportsmen’s 
Association or the N. Y. P. and O. Shooting Club and I see his 
name quite often in print among the list of shooters who figure as 
“rifle experts” in this club. ence when sucha person boldly 

lays the part of a critic he is very apt to be listened to and be- 

ieved by a great many who do not understand the subject of rifle 
shooting. is article flatly and most boldly denies (in effect) the 
facts and points [ presented in my article drawn from your very 
full report in pamphlet form of your rifle trial in reference to the 
muzzle and breechloaders, and his denial further serves to pervert 
any traduce the true meaning of your most valuable report by 
asserting, though indirectly and in a; roundabout way, that the 
breechloading rifles which this critic well knew frem your report 
made comparatively high trajectories at the trial, were beaten in 
“accuracy” by the two muzzleloaders, which made, as he well 
knew, flat trajectories. 

It further appears in your columns that several other very 
knowing persons acting as critics also have at different times 
adopted and artfully circulated the foregoing false doctrines of 
Mr. Burns, and up to this date (Nov. 22) no person has publiely 
come forward and repudiated them—not even the several makers 
of the different kinds of American breechloaders which were 
tested at this trial, and whose relative merits were involved, have 
come forward to deny them, but have silently adopted them Our 
very learned critic must have known that flat trajectories result 
from high velocities of the bullet and give straighter shooting 
than high trajectories, and that high trajectories result from slow 
velocities of the bullet and give more crooked shooting than flat 
trajecteries. 

Consider all this, and what is still more important, io wit- that 
your most valuable report should not be traduced but remain in 
tull force in its true teachings for all future time; and consider 
that the cardinal lesson of this report teaches that flat trajectories 
per sé announce greater accuracy (the shooting being equally 
steady) than high trajectories; and that to show this greater accu- 
racy ina general way and ata glance of the eye yourtrial was 
made, and the heights of the trajectories given, so that every one 
can see ina moment how the different rifles shoot, and thus be 
able to decide very nearly of their (vertical) trajectory accuracy 
by simply comparing the heights of the trajectories with eac 
other. Consider also that your pamphlet report in its table, as 
well as FOREST AND STREAM, show that the trajectory made by 
the Merrill rifle for 100yds. is much flatter than any of the trajec- 
tories made by the 31 American breechloaders, as stated in my 
reply to Mr. Clapp (but in effect denied by Mr. Burns), as stated in 
my “Point 3. Merrill’s muzzleloader also beat * * * all the 31 
American breechloaders in a flat curve, all the way from 38 per 
cent. as the least up to 278 per cent. asthe most (or greatest);” and 
as proof of this i referenced your report. And now Mr. Burns 
steps in and virtually denies this. His denial is utterly false. 

The accuracy of the rifles tested are inversely as the heights of 
their respective trajectories nearly, and the relative heights of 
the trajectories vary sufficiently to enable any one who knows 
anything about rifle shooting to see at a glance which rifles were 
the most accurate shooters. Mr. Burns being a critic and belong- 
ing to a shooting ‘club, of course knew this, or not knowing it, he 
should have kept silent; and the same is true as to his followers. 

Did not these critics know the object of this trial, and that its 
very end was to arrive at (near enovgh forthe occasiou) the re- 
“pective vertical accuracy of all these rifles by finding the respec- 
tive heights of their trajectories and comparing them together? 
Could they not see at a glance that every American breechloader 
tested at 200yds. would shoot over and miss a deer at midrange and 
along midrange, and some of them over an elk or small elephant, 
the aim being on the center, and the charge and aim being as for 
point blank? Could they not see that.the Romer rifie only would 
kill a deer under like circumstances? 

The Romer rifle beat the 31 breechloaders in the flatness of its 
trajectory, as 1 stated it in my article, but which this critic and 
others of his kind try to suppress and smother, to wit: “Point 2. 

2ut Romer’s muzzleloader beat (in a flat curve) at mid range in a 
200yds. trajectory, all the 31 American breechloaders, and very, 
very badly too, to wit: from 37 per cent. as the least (Remington, 
.32-cal., No. 9) up to 243 per cent. as the most (Stevens’s Hunter’s 
Pet). Trajectory No. 21, a Whitney, being abnormal, is rejected.” 
Aud yet the wily critics try to make the public believe that these 
two muzzleloaders were beaten in accuracy. Is it not evident 
they know better? Had they not eyes to seein your report the 
relative heights of the trajectories? And for what purpose were 
they all gotten? Answer to show by deduction the relative bullet 
velocities, velocity powers, and accuracies of all the rifles. I mean 
that vertical accuracy only which belongs to the trajectory (not 
the target) and which could be seen very nearly when the heights 
of an 1e trajectories were obtained and presented by you to the 
public. 

I do not here mean target accuracy, as found at the end of the 
range, nor screen accuracy. FOREST AND STREAM report says, 
and repeats it, that target accuracy was not sought for nor ob- 
tained, but that the shots were scattered purposely. The test was 
for trajectory accuracy. The breechloaders, as the heights of their 
curves prove, all shoot over too much at and along mid range to 
make close-shootiug rifies, such as is required for killing both 
large and small game. A rifle which shoots correctly only at one 
poiut in the range is a poor concern for use in hunting. You re- 
quire one to shoot strong and good, and close, all along the hunt- 
ing range and this, without changing the aim or sights. And no 
amount of contradiction, whether direct, or roundabout, or under 
cover by Mr. Burns, his followers, or all the world, can wipe out 
the a declared by this trial, and which I honestly tried 
to bring before your readers in my last article. To try and deceive 
the public in this matter I hold to be a great sin, and it shall not 
be done with impunity. Please to rule them out of your columns, 
Mr. Editor, as nuisances against a good cause. 

With these necessary explanations, alike due to you, myself and 
your readers, I am now quite ready to reply, but in rather terse 
terms, to critic’s fippant article. I will leave your readers tojudge, 
each for himself, whether Mr. Burns and his followers (whose 
articles they may have read in your columns) with your reports 
before them, wrote in stupid ignorance of this subject, or rather 
with the ruthless design of falsifying the records in order to build 
up the breechloaders at the expense of the muzzleloaders. And 
in forming an opinion it must be borne in mind that this subject 
of flat vs. high trajectories has been much and widely discussed, 
and kept almost constantly before the public for the past five 
years or more, insomuch so that it seems to me the most verdant 
tyro in rifle shooting should and must know that flat trajectories 
per se silently declare greater accuracy than high ones. This is 
80, as can readily be seen, because being hap a ig they conform 
more nearly to the straight line of aim (or = t) throughout the 
whole range (and beyond it also) and, mark well, it is from the 
line of aim or sight that “accuracy” (or error, it’s opposite and the 
same thing) as it is generally called, is, and always must be, to be 
correct measured. 

And yet right square in the face of the flat trajectories laid down 
in your reports for the two muzzleloaders, this vague and loose 
critic, backed by his followers, unequivocally declares that the 
Merrill rifle was beaten in accuracy by 27 of the 33 breechloaders, 
and that Romer’s beat all these but the Maynard by only .004 of an 
inch. 

What a wonderful coincidence, what a tight fit indeed! Only the 
four-thousandth of an inca difference. Is this unblushingstatement 
really made in utter darkness or through “total depravity?” As 
the breechloaders are shown to be ere all very weak 
shooters, arising mainly from the slow speed of the bullet, why 
did not Mr. Burns here change the subject from the ridiculous to 
the amusing, and assert that the Merrill rifle was beaten by 27 
weak-spouting different waterpots? 

And now as to Mr. Burns’s letter: 1. Itis not true “that there 
was not a muzzleloading hunting rifle in the contest;” therefore, 
what he calls a “fact,” and to which he so graciously “wishes to 
call my attention” is not a fact; proof, see your records. Hunting 
rifles, as all know, have various weights, from 25]bs. or more down 
to 5lbs. or less; and who constituted this critic a sole judge in the 
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case? And on what notable records and merit? See the various 
weights of the rifles tested, in your report. 

2. It is not true, but most absurdly and glaringly false, that the 
Merrill rifle, “the one fired at the 100yds. range, was _ beaten in 
regularity of bullet flight, i. e., accuracy, by 27 of the 38 breech- 

oaders.” No, there is not a word of truth in this very bold asser- 
tion; proof, the records. But it is true that this rifle beat, and 
most baal , too, all the American breechloaders (81 in all) in the 
flatness of its trajectory and consequent accuracy, and this, too, 
as I correctly stated it in my article to Mr. Clapp, but now con- 
tradicted and denied by Mr. Burns and others of his style. You 
see, his “accuracy” refers to accuracy at 50yds, hence, under your 
report, he stands forbidden to claim target or screen accuracy. 
This locates him at 50yds. on this point. You will also see tnat he 
meant to be understood that the Merrill rifle was beaten in accur- 
acy in its broadest or most common sense, for after first using the 
words “regularity of bullet flight,” and these not coming up to his 
wishes and purposes, he adds thereto, 7. ¢., accuracy his term 
accuracy added, gives that deep tone and loud ring to hissentence 
through which he wished to deceive yourreaders. Vainman! Are 
all rifle shooters idiots? If he shall say he meant “regularity,” 
this dodge will not better his position. 

8. It is not trve that 33 breechloaders were tested, but only 32. A 
critic should learn to tell the truth; possibly this was an errorand 
I pass it by. 

4. Under his own way of arriving at accuracy (which is not cor- 
rect), it is not true that the Merrill rifle was beaten by nearly as 
many breechloaders as he states. Under any claim for accuracy 
of target or bunching of the bullets, several of the breechloaders 
at both ranges stand ruled out, for on a reference to the trajectory 
tables of heights of the curves, it will be seen that in many cases 
the breechloaders stand credited with more than 5 (consecutive) 
shots; in other words, that the wildest shots have been rejected. 
Example, shot No. 5, 200yds., Maynard rifle, ruled out. But with 
the muzzleloaders the shots are only 5, and no ruling out was 
deemed necessary. But for getting the normal trajectories only, 
which was the object of the trial, and to be able to present correct 
representative curves, it was right, proper and usual to throw out 
the bad shots, as was the casein several instances. In speaking 
of accuracy, your report says, page 8: ““Each of the two rifles, the 
Romer and Merrill, with their heavy charges, maintained a high 
degree of accuracy.” Exactly so, and thus with their flat trajec- 
tories they beat all the breechloaders very badly. 

The Romer muzzleloader was tested at Z00yds. only and “all the 
appliances” it had toit and so insinuatingly mentioned by Mr. 
Burns made no difference in the height and strength of its trajec- 
tory, as your readers are induced to believe they did. Mr. Burns 
should have known this simple fact before he appeared in the 
light of a brilliant rifle critic. He should have learned from your 
report that neither this rifle nor any of them were tested for tar- 
get (or screen) accuracy, and to prevent target accuracy or “bunch- 
ing the bullets” in the screens along the range and on this target 
some of the rifles were so aimed as purposely to scatter the shots 
on the screens and tergets,and this to prevent,as is stated in your re- 
port, the screens from being so much cut by the bullets as to prevent 
a correct measurement of the shots. Under this manner of shoot- 
ing the bullets were generally scattered more or less over the screen 
at mid-range, 50vds. and 100yds. Take as an example, the best 5 
shots—Nos. 1, 2, 3, 4and 6—of the Maynard rifle (the boast of Mr. 
Burns) and they are scattered on the 100yds. screen 7.40in. horizon- 
tally and 1.80in. vertically (the Romer is some less). If No.5 is 
counted in, as it should be for Mr. Burns’s accuracy, the vertical 
spread is 11.20in. How as to Mr. Burns’s .004in. Maynard beat and 
the 5 shots in this screen? Now examine in the tables the heights 
of the respective curves of the Romer and Maynard rifics at 5S0yds. 
and 100yds. and see how very little they differ in height. The 
great lesson to be drawn from this is, that the slight difference in 
the heights of these curves do not show the spread of the bullets 
by “a long way,” and I presume this fact will astonish 49 in 50 of 
your readers who in glancing at the tables believe tothe contrary. 
And these tables, mark it well, furnish no positive proof of accur- 
racy, and even if they suggest it, which in one view of the case 
they do, this suggestion may or may not come out true when the 
rifle is tested to settle the matter. On what platform does my 
learned critic now stand as to the 5shots being elevated on the 
screen at 100vds. and of the difference being just .00tin. and this 
beats, says he, the Romer by just .004in.? And how as to the Mer- 
rill rifle being beat, which he declared is a fact, but does not go to 
the trouble of trying to show or prove it. 

4. Our critic further says, “At 200yds. the Romer rifle beat all the 
breechloading hunting rifles in the regularity of shooting [here he 
drops “accuracy” after the words regularity of bullet flight], the 
nearest one to it being the Maynard .40-cal., which was just four 
thousandths of an inch behind the Romer muzzleloader.” He 
continues, “The difference in elevation of the five points being: 
Romer, .292; Maynard, .296; difference, .004 of aninch.” It is not 
true that these rifles differ in accuracy (and this is just what he 
wishes the public to believe) by only .004 of aninch. It is more 
than 1,000 times this amount, and this too in favor of Romer’s rifle 
at mid-range, where he locates his “elevation of the five shots,” and 
it is at this point he says the Romer rifle beat all the breechloaders, 
but the Maynard only by the four-thousandth part of an inch. 
What audacious nonsense. Romer’s beat the Maynard (approxi- 
mately) 4.69 inches at 100yds. in trajectory accuracy, or (6 per 
cent. in trajectory accuracy at this point. Andjit beat it (adversely) 
in the flatness of its aaeeee yat this point .73 per cent., just as I 
stated it in my reply to Mr. Clapp, and which Mr. Burns stepped 
in and flatly (in effect) denied. I here challenge Mr. Burns to 

rove up his assertions: And let him specifically state from what 
ine the elevation of the five shots are measured and how he got 
this line. and how he locates the five shots for measurements or 
calculations, and prove in particular that .004 of an inch represents 
accuracy, and define what accuracy means, and how the measure- 
ments must be made to get it. The tablesdo not show accuracy 
or regularity of shooting to be as he states, .004 of an inch, and as 
to the screen at 100yds. the shots are, as before staied, widely 
spread out over it and there is nothing on it to measure accuracy 
from, not even a bullseye or any center fixed. The public want 
light not darkness from Mr. Burns. I well understand how he 
worked it to get the nine mysterious figures on which he declared 
accuracy, so that I want no more of this incorrect work or false 
show. It is a cheat. In closing his letter he says “The work of 
the breechloader is selling it.” Very good, possibiy, this may be 
true. His entire letter, unless the last lines about the sale be 
excepted, has not a shadow of truth in it. Proof, consult the 
FOREST AND STREAM Report. 

If I have erred in this letterin anything material, I request to 
be shown my error that it may be corrected. 

If Mr. Burns and his followers had studied your pamphlet report 
of this trial and tried to profit by it, lam unable to see how they 
should have been so blind on this subject, as their criticism of my 
article shows. 

1 like to be criticised in an intelligent and truthful way, but 
most heartily despise fallacy. I look upon those who seek tocover 
up the truths of rifle shooting, instead of hclding them up for the 
public to profit by, as enemies to the cause, and I regret to see that 
the papers are too full of this kind of evil matter. 

The following data are given in order that every one can figure 
for himself. Excepting the Maynard height of the trajectory, 
which is now added, the other data are the same as those on which 
I made out my several points in my reply to Mr. Clapp, but since 
attacked by Mr. Burns and others. Indeed, this false bal] once set 
in motion by him has been most willingly speeded on its course by 
wily hands and hearts, until it is now full time that it shall re- 
ceive a death blow square, ard so be brought toa halt in its center. 
The data, as will be seen, erables one to figure for the outside ex- 
treme trajectories, but leaves the intermediate one to be specially 
regarded if desirable: 





RANGE 100yDs. y : In. 
Height of mean curve, 5 shots at 50yds.. Merrill's rifle, .42-cal. 1.306 
Height of mean curve, 5 shots at 50yds., Maynard rifle, .40-cal. 2.155 
Highest mean curve of all the American breechloaders, Sie- 


vens's Hunter’s Pet rifle, .32-cal.............2+.+e++eceeeee 4.955 
Lowest mean curve of all the American breechloaders, Rem- 
ingtonm-Hoepourn Fike. BeCAl. .<.. osc cccsccccaccccscsercccs 1, 


The Bland English double Express rifle, .42-cal., the same one 
used in the rifle test of hunting rifles near London in 
the fall of 1885, has, at 50yds., solid Express bullet, a 
mean curve, height......... ........ ade vadetaacsescapesane 
Also ——- mean curve, with hollow pointed Express bullet 1 
PR irdta -osasdaxtadasdendsvaceaekuaicewercanue wide aa ccaada 
RANGE 200YDs. : 
Height of mean curve, 5shots at 100yds., Romer’s rifle, .42-cal.. 6.399 
Height of mean curve, 5 best shcts in 6, Maynard rifle, .40-cal.11.087 
Highest mean curve of all the American breechloaders, Ste-) 


vens’s-Hunter’s Pet rifle, d2-cal...........cceceeceeseecees 21.987 
Lowest mean curve of all the American breechloaders; Rem- 

ington-Hepburn rifle, 22-call......ccccs- ccccccceccce coves . 
Bland mean curve, 5 shots at 100yds., Bland rifle, .42-cal...... 7.530 


Now, the velocity and velocity powers of these rifles, as well as 
of a}] those tested, are inversely as the heights of the aoe 
at mid-range. Now compare by this rule the speed of the muz- 
zleloader bullets with the speed of the American breechloaders, 
and then compare both with the rules which govern in horse 
racing in reference to speed, and see if the American breech- 
loaders were not “all more than distanced,” as I stated it in — 
to Mr. Clapp. And if so, is not this a sad comment on this muc 
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boasted modern type of hunting rifies?_ Can it be used to de: e 
with impunity the muzzleloader? And after your test of them, 
are they now entitled to any more hearing or = further test 
with muzzleloaders until they shall undergo such ical changes 
together with their ammunition, as possibly to entitle them to it? 
Most clearly not any more so than a plug horse once tried on the 
track and distanced can claim the right to enteritagain. “Rule 
them all out” would be the public cry. Example: Under the rule of 
“adversely” the speed of the Merrill rifle stands as 4.955 to the 
qpeet of the Stevens “Hunter’s Pet” 1.506, or comparatively as 
three miles and seven-tenths speed for the Merrill rifle to one 
mile for the Stevens rifie. Or reverse the funny scene, and let 
two horses which are in fact racers go round the track about three 
and seven-tenths times, while all the “31” others, under whip and 
spur, are variously coming in, but each more than distanced at 
best by the two on the first round. This refers to the 100yds. trial, 
and includes the English racer. The Merrill rifle speed for 100yds. 
would be just as funny. ; 

As the muzzleloaders have been falsely assailed for want of 
accuracy, steadiness of shooting or what else it may be called at 
the trial, I hope the above will be greatly relished by these critics. 
I know the public generally will greatly relish such striking 
illustrations of facts, for they have seldom, if_ever, thought of 
them. Come on! I have yet just a thousand and one more funny 
things to say; all I want is more like invitations to say them. 
Hitherto my deep sy —— for a down contestant have greatly 
curbed and restrained me, but in the future I will be free to 







guide us in re 





perimenting in other directions. 
On this point I am dis 


for a few hours, The Spanish treatment as perscri 



































































































enough in very hot weather. 


8 4 
Note well that trajectory accuracy leaves the question of target 
and screen accuracy entirely out; it leaves the latter to be settled 
in this case as a separate thing, the report so states it and states it 
correctly. Therefore, to the superior trajectory. accuracy of the 
two muzzleloaders, which is a living quantity under like circum- 
stance of range. load and aim, must be added target accuracy also. 
Combining these two in my article and in expressing my opinion, 
Isaid: “That the beat of the muzzleloaders in steady shooting 
would have been much greater than the great beat in flat curves 

(as I stated it), and not much short of 500 per cent. beat on a gen- 

eral average for the 31 rifles, 2U0yds. range, and of 250 per cent. for 

the 100yds. range.” And I now reaffirm my opinion, which I stated 

. was based on “my own experience as well as on the remarks made 

by the editor in FoREsT AND STREAM, and also inthe pamphiet 
report. 

ere is the summary [ made in my article: “The two muzzle- 

loaders individually beat all (.32) the breechloaders individually 
from the beginning io the end of the trial most wonderfully” (the 
Bland rifle only excepted from a bad beat). Liere isthe poini I cred- 
ited to the Bland rifle: “Bland & Sons’ English double Expres; .45- 
cal. breechloader beat (and very badly too) the 31 American breech- 
loaders. It shot strong; very strong, and almost equal to the muz- 
zleloaders” in this respect. I now reaffirm this fact. For prooi 
that I made my points corretly and mostly truly, 1 again refer to 
your pamphlet report and to Forest AND SYRKEAM. Mir. Burns 
and his followers have denied the truths and lessons of your re- 
port and my true comments on it as well. Your report must and 
shall be respected, not ignored nor traduced. 

Combined Trial.—A trial for both trajectory and target accuracy 
may be combined in one, as was the case in the London English 
trial in 1883 (but this trial was tu a certain extent a failure) or it 
may be separated, as was the case inthe FOREST AND STREAM 
trial in September and October, 1885. 

Illustration.—Now suppose the rifles of A and B shoot cqual!s 
steady and close on the target at the end of the range (say at 100 or 
200yds.) and that both center a dollar for 50 consecutive shots, 
What then? Why, here at the end of the range both rifles are 
credited with equal accuracy, target accuracy. But how does 
it stand at 5dyds? Answer: Rifle A beats Bon the same center 
aim (normally) every shot, say 100 per cent. more or less, according 
to the more fiatness of curve A than of curve B. To “change the 
arm” from the center in the test would be to beg the question—it 
is not permissible. 

Point.— Nor is this beat at 50yds. or at midrange only, but a very 
small portion of it in hunting. It beats all the way along the 
range (and beyond it too) between the two points blank, i. ¢., be- 
tween the “near point blank,” which is about &8yds. from the muz- 
zle in a range of 100yds. (and less in 200yds.) to the point blank 
proper at 100yds. (or 200yds.) thus inaking over 90yds. in this 1l0Gyds, 
range where, strictly speaking, rifle A beats rifle B; and always 
remembering that ‘“‘a miss is as good as a mile,” and that small 
game often scuds away unharmed to the credit of a miss of less 
than one-fourth the diameter of the bullet, remembering all this 
and applying it to rifie A, you will readily see how, during a day’s 
hunt after squirrels and the like, that it will bring in great lots of 
game, where rifie B will not bring in any perhaps. Rifle A will feed 
a camp where B will starve it. 

Standing Merits.—And note well that the superior close and 
strong shooting made by rifle A over rifle B, as resulting from its 
flatter curve, is a standing meritin favor of rifle A over rifle B 
which always belongs to it and remains with it, to tell the joyful 
hunter at each crack of it the same sweet tale of its fidelity and 
unswerving constancy even to the very end, always constant, 
never fickle. 

_Power and Velocity.—The velocity and velocity powers of the 
rifles tested by you may be taken to be adversely (not directly) as 
the heights of the curves at midrange, é. ¢., the greater the velocity 
or velocity power, the less the height of the curves. And the 
comparative accuracy of the rifles also are (almost) as the heights 
of curves. Now see the pamphlet table. 

Example.—Thus under the rule of “adversely” the velocity of 
the “Stevens’s Hunter's Pet” as the height of the Stevens curve, 
4.955in., is to the height of the Merrill curve, 1.306in. Ratio of 
velocities as 3.794 to Excess of Merrill velocity or beat over 
Stevens equals 279 per cent., which is just as I stated it in my 
article. In the same way all the other curves may be compared. 

And now, in closing, Mr. Editor, I wish to say to you personally, 
that your report should and must be sustained in all its integrity, 
and to this end I now send you this article. In the meautime, the 
integrity of my last article has been assailed, and its facts flatly 
denied by designing critics, and I must, therefore, crave the right 
and privilege, through your generous columns, to defend myself 
against this overt attack by Mr. Burns and all others. In sodoing 
I feel very certain that the cause of rifle shooting will be advanced 
by the information imparted in this letter. Some of the points 
here presented for the first time are new to your readers, and I 
think they will enjoy them much. NAPOLEON MERRILL. 

WISCONSIN, Nov. 22. 
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sion as in the deer law.—D. C. M. H. 


NUMBERING OF FisH Hooxs.—Roxbury, Mass., Dec. 14. 
—Editor Forest and Stream: I have read with some 
interest an article in issue of Dec. 6 concerning the num- 
bering of fish hooks. The style of numbering of the 
small manufacturer, viz: 20 to 1, is no more meaningless 
than the Redditch, viz: 1 to 20, which simply signifies 
that some party—Stubbs perhaps—has filed a notch in a 
piece of steel and called that size No. 20, without refer- 
ence to any measurement whatever. If the small manu- 
facturers’ hooks No. 10 had signified ;3%5 of an inch 
diameter, No. 20 72%s of an inch, etc., thus giving hook 
purchasers some understandable means of buying or 
ordering what they wanted, then the Redditch left- 
handed method would soon disappear, zeros and _ all. 
Wire manufacturers in this country are fast being driven 
to adopt intelligent numbering.—MECHANIC. 


GUT FROM AMERICAN SILKWORMS. 


Editor Forest and Stream: 

I have read Mr. Charles F. Orvis’s statement of his 
experiment in the preparation of gut from American silk- 
worms with some interest, the more so that the subject had 
previously occupied my attention. This experiment has 
proved a failure, not because American silk works cannot 
elaborate a strand of the required quality. That is set at 
rest, not only by the evidence of Dr. Garlick, but by the 
strand now in the possession of Mr. Orvis, which is far 
too long to have been yielded by the Chinese worm. 

Mr. Orvis is apparently disposed to attribute his failure 
to his ignorance of the most suitable food for the worms. 
Without going into the discussion of this question, I 
would suggest that he may set his mind at rest on that 
point. The quality of an elephant’s tusks is the same 
whether the elephant feed on wild saccharum or the 
leaves of the sacred fig tree, and the quality of the gut of 
any given species of silkworm will be the same, what- 
ever the food, provided it be such as to maintain the 
worm in health and vigor. 

There appears little room to doubt that the species ex- 
perimented with by Mr. Orvis were the same species from 
which Dr. Garlick procured ‘‘strands of unusual strength 
and great length.” The causes of failure are hence narrow- 
ed down to the manipulation of the gutin course of prepara< 
tion, and here, I think, it is to be regretted that Mr. Grvie, 
with the raw material at command, did not undertake a 
series of experiments in modification of the treatment. 

The essential feature of the treatment is the immersion 


Dr. JAMES A. HENSHALL and Judge Longworth, of 
Cincinnati, sailed for. Havana on the 16th inst. They 
will spend a short time there and then sail for Valencia, 
and will cruise on the Mediterranean during the winter. 
In thespring they will spend the season salmon fishing in 
Scotland, after which they will return. During the Doc- 
tor’s absence he will occasionally drop a line to FoREsT 
AND STREAM. His many correspondents will please bear 
in mind that the Doctor will be absent all winter, which 
will account for their not receiving replies to any letters 
which may have been sent to him lately. His de 8 
was quite sudden and he has not had time to notify all of 
his friends: : : 







of the worm in vinegar. Its success is determined 
by the strength of the vinegar and duration of the steep- 
ing. The treatment is empirical, its value was doubt- 
less discovered by accident. No scientific theory can 

cainiing the strength of the vinegar or 
period of immersion; our only guide is the practical ex- 
perience of the Spanish makers, which should be adhered 
to closely, and its adaptability to the treatment of the gut 
of American worms demonstrated or disposed, before ex- 


to doubt that Mr. Orvis has 
adhered closely to the Spanish treatment. He says he 
soaked the worm in dilute acetic acid or weak vinegar 
in 
Ure’s Dictionary of the Arts and Sciences is to steep the 
worm in strong vinegar for a period varying from five to 
eight hours, according to the temperature, five hours being 


Mr. Orvis’s dilute acetic acid or weak vinegar is ver 
indefinite, and Ure’s strong vinegar would not be much 
more definite were it not that we know that the Spanish 
vinegar in common use is all made from wine and that 
per cent. of 
acetic acid-—vinegar of this strength can be conveniently 


Our vinegars in common use are made from beer, cider, 
wine, alcohol and wood vinegar, and the standard strength 
is five per cent. of acetic acid. The bulk of the vinegar 
of the stores is below this strength, and the weakest of 


The impression created by the perusal of Mr. Orvis’s 
paper is that he has used a vinegar inferior in strength to 
that used forthe purpose in Spain and possibly a vinegar 


Mr, Orvis’s few hours for the an is very indefinite 
epends on this time, 


One more point; while the Spaniards stretch the gut 
they held one end in the vinegar—it is the prescribed 
rule, and if important in the treatment of short lengths 
is presumably much wore so for greater lengths. In fact 
T ai disposed to lay so much stress on the importance of 
attention to this detail that I doubt if it is enough to 
hold one end in the vinegar in the treatment of American 
gut and would strongly recommend the employment of 
large shallow vessels which would admit of the gut 
being stretched to its full Jength during immersion and 


THt Fort WAYNE FLy.—Fort Wayne, Ind., Dec. 18.— 
Editor Forest and Stream: Inclosed please find a ‘*buck- 
fly” or whatever else it might be called, about which I 
desire to say a few words. I read the FOREST AND 
STREAM, and have for years, but have never seen this fly 
described. T do not find it in the “Gazetteer,” Orvis and 
Cheney’s collection does not contain it, and Henshall and 
Wells do not refer to it, neither does Harris’s ‘Scientific 
Angler.” It is not a “bucktail,” neither is it a hackle or 
paler. I have made and used bucktails, and made one 
last evening with a revolving spoon to be used in trolling 
for pike. If this ‘*what-is-it” is new I desire to name it 
“Fort Wayne,” but if it is old please credit me with being 
slow but coming. I never saw a fly cast until August, 
but now i can cast fifty feet with ease. I found but one 
bunch of silk worm gut in our three tackle stores, and I 
now make all my own flies with such material as I can 
pick up here and there. Is it new?—JoHN P. HANCE. 
The fly is new tous. It has a stout orange body wound 
with gold; tail of red, yellow and strip of wood-duck 
feather; a large lock of deer’s hair, which extends asa 
wing beyond the end of the tail and is the most prominent 
part of the fly. This hair is not put on like a hackle but 


THE New York Trour Law.—The sentiment in this 
section is very much in favor of protecting 6in. trout. 
The law as it was in 1885 was a good one and met the ap- 
proval'of all whom I met in the northern country. Unless 
we get such a law again I fear that there will not be much 
stocking done by private subscription here in Utica. I 
have been in the woods in the vicinity of Morehouseville 


like a beaver to bring the fishing up to the old standard, 


law repealed and the little fry exposed to the mercy of 
the trout hog. The idea in regard to a dividing line is 
good, if it can be made so trout will not be exposed for 
sale in the southern part of the State before May 1, the 


The ice is out about May 6 to 12 each year, then we get 
our best lake fishing. Make it all points north of the sec- 
tion of the New York Central R. R. May 1, and south of 
it April 1, trout to be accompanied by owner, same provi- 
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RESTIGOUCHE SALMON CLUB.—The annual election of 
officers of the Restigouche Salmon Club took place in this 
city Dec. 11. The following gentlemen were elected 
directors for the ensuing year: Messrs. John L. Cadwala. 
der, W. Hall Penfold, Henry W. DeForest, James C, 
McAndrew, Arthur D. Weekes, Frank Thomson, Goold H, 
Redmond, Francis Bartlett and Heber R. Bishop. At a 
subsequent meeting of the board of directors the follow. 
officers were elected: Mr. John L. Cadwalader, Pres- 
ident; Mr. Goold H. Redmond, Vice-President; Mr. Henry 
W. DeForest, Secretary and Treasurer, and an Executive 
Committee consisting of Messrs. Redmond, DeForest, 
Weekes and Bishop. - 









































































TROUT IN A FLUME.—A large salmon trout 35in. long, 
8in. deep, was taken from the flume at the Wood Board 
Mill, Wednesday morning. It weighed 18lbs., and was 
dead when found. Several of these very large trout have 
lately been found in the mill flume, one 15lbs. one was 
taken out alive last week and put into the river above the 
fishway, but he missed the fishway, and got back into the 
mill again and was dead when found the second time. 
We have heard it said no fish could find its way up or 
down through the fishway, it is so blind and ill-contrived 
a place.—South Windham, (Me.), Correspondence Port- 
land Globe, Dec. 11. 


Sishculture. 


Address all communications to the Forest and Stream Pub. Co 











OTHER FISH TO FRY.—Editor Forest and Stream: 
Before I had read the last issue of your valuable paper I had 
written to Mr. Seth Green, Superintendent of the Caledonia 
station of the New York Fish Commission, for a blank ap- 
plication for young fish. A printed application was sent me 
together with a letter which asks me to have this application 
indorsed by a member of the State Legislature. This isa 
condition that was new to me, but I see it appended to Mr. 
Green’s card in your last issue. I have carefully looked over 
the laws relating to the appointment of the Commissioners, 
and find nothing there which warrants this, and I am in 
doubt whether there is any such law on the statute books, 
and it seems to me that the Commissioners of Fisheries are 
needlessly imposing a burden upon those who may apply for 
fish produced by the State. I shall address letters to the 
other State Superintendents or to the Commissioners them- 
selves, and learn if there is any authority for this order, or if 
it isan arbitrary rule introduced by Mr. Green for purposes 
best known to himself. I was, however, greatly surprised to 
find inclosed in his letter, under cover of postage presumably 
paid by the State, an advertisement of a private enterprise, 
of which the following is acopy: ‘The Seth Green Club. 
By inclosing $2.50 and this card tothe —— you will receive the 

aper for one year. The regular subscription is $3.00. Mr. 
Beth Green has editorial charge of the fishculture depart- 
ment of the ——.’”’ Iwas aware that some time ago Mr. 
Green had, in his capacity as Superintendent, lent his name 
and that of the Fish Commission to advertise a patent medi- 
cine, but supposed at the time that it was mainly for the 
sake of seeing his name and portrait in print, of which he is 
known to be very fond, and never suspected bim of being a 
sleeping partner in the concern. Now, however, he does not 
hesitate to send out advertisements under the stamp of the 
Fishery Commission covered by posege charged to the State. 
—JOHN W. CRAWFORD (Brooklyn, N. Y.). 





THE NEW YORK FISH COMMISSION.—The Commis- 
sioners of Fisheries met at the office of Hon. R. B. Roose- 
velt, president of the board, New York, Dec. 6. All four 
were present. The following business was transacted: A 
proposition from the Boonville Sportsmen’s Club to turn 
over their hatchery on the Fulton Chain of Lakes to the 
Commission on certain conditions was submitted to the 
board, and it was determined to put service in that hatchery 
and supply it with spawn from Caledonia for the present 
season, pooper to a final decision upon the proposition 
made. Mr. M. B. Hill, Clayton, was authorized to continue 
—t the present fiscal year, at his private hatchery, the 
work he conducted last year by the authority of the Com- 
mission, with special attention to the propagation of salmon 
and brook trout, pike-perch and mascalonge, for stocking 
the St. Lawrence River and Lake Ontario, the expenditures 
to be under the general direction of Commissioner Bowman. 
Commissioner Blackford was appointed treasurer of the 
Board. He was also authorized to exchange California trout 
spawn and fry for those of the Sunapee Lake and brown 
trout. On motion of Commissioner Sherman certain 
changes were made in the apportionment of protection 
districts. Two thousand <i of ——- synopsis of the 
game laws of the State, which had been prepared by the 
secretary of the Commission, were ordered printed. The 
Commissioners have resolved to make an inspection next 
season of all the hatcheries under their management or as- 


sistance, 
Che Zennel. 


FIXTURES. 
DOG SHOWS. 


January, 1887.—Bench Show of Poultry and Pet Stock Associ- 
ation, at Adams, Mass. W. F. Davis, Secretary. 

Jan. 17 to 21, 1887.—Ohio State Pouitr: Sao and Pet Stock 
Association ~~ Show, Columbus, 0. W. F. Kuell, Superintend- 
ent, Columbus, O. 

March 22 to 25, 1887.—Spring Show of the New Jersey Kennel 
oo Waverly, N. J. A.C. Wilmerding, Secretary, Bergen Point, 


March 29 to April 1, 1287.—Inaugural Bench Show of Rhode 
Island Kennel Club, Providence, R. I. N. Seabury, Secretary, 
Box 1333, Providence. | 

April 5 to 8, 1887.—Third Annual Show of New England Kennel 
= . Boston. F.L. Weston, Secretary, Hotel Boyiston, Boston, 
Mass. 

April 12 to 15, 1887.—Thirteenth Annual Dog Show of the Western 
mere Poultry Society, at Pittsburgh, Pa. C. B. Elben, 

retary. 

May 3 to 6, 1887.—Eleventh Annual Show of the Westminster 
Kennel Club, Madison Square Garden, New York. James Morti- 
mer, Superintendent. i ; , 
FIELD TRIALS. 


Feb. 15, 1887.—Inaugural Trials of Tennessee Sportsmen's Associ- 
ation. Entries. close Jan. 10.° R. M. Dudley, Secretary, No. .84 
Broad street, Nashville, Tenn. Pe Ke . a 











A. K. R.-SPECIAL NOTICE. 


T= AMERICAN KENNEL REGISTER, for the registration 
of pedigrees, etc. (with prize lists of all shows and trials), is 
published every month. Entries close on the Ist. Should be in 
early. Entry blanks sent on receipt of stamped and addressed 
envelope. Registration fee (50 cents) must accompany each entry: 
No entries inserted unless paid in advance. Yearly subscription 
$1.50. Address ‘American Kennel Register,” P. O: Box 2832, Ne 
York. Number of entries already printed 4502, ; $ 
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THE NATIONAL FIELD TRIALS. 


ae, ‘eighth annual meeting of the National Field Trials 
u 
tak 


Club begun on Monday, the 13th, with the All- 
Stake. There were 37 nominations, 22 of them filling. Aged 
drawing in last issue, p. 409.) The mciges sopcneed were 
Major W. H. Key, of Florence, Ala., Dr. Rawlings Young, of 
Corinth, Miss., and Mr. C. W. Paris, of Cincinnati, O. Dr. 
Young was unwell and not able to be present on Monday 
and Col. J. H. Tresevant, of Dallas, Tex., was chosen to i 
the vacant place. On Tuesday, Dr. Young arrived and joined 
his associates in judging the remainder of the heats. 

In several of the heats we cannot agree with the decision of 
the judges. Ourreasons will be found in the record of the 

formances of the dogs. The honor and integrity of the 

gentlemen who performed the onerous task is above sus- 

icion and that they made their decisions conscientiously no 
one will for an instant doubt. The only explanation we can 
offer for the difference in opinion betweem.them and us is 
that they failed to see some of the work that was done, or see- 
ing it failed torate it at its proper worth. It is often the case, 
especially with dogs of high courage, that a grand bit of work 
is done that half a second later would have been impossible, 
and it requires close observation and often nice discrimina- 
tion to determine whether the work should score to the good 
or the reverse. n several occasions a conference with 
one or more of the judges showed, greatly to our surprise 
that we held opposite opinions regarding the character of 
the work just performed. In twoor three such cases, after 
the finish of the heat, a — remark tothe handler of the 
culprit would elicit a = y that gave us no reason to change 
our notes. To score.all the minute details of each or any 
heat is simply impossible. To impartially record all the 
work of importance and to ae before the readers a complete 
history of the running is our highest ambition. 


BEN HILL AND BEAUMONT. 


On Monday morning it was cloudy with a ‘strong breeze 
from the northwest and a raw disagreeable day. Toward 
noon there was a break in the clouds. The sun came out 
and the evening was pleasant, giving promises of good 
weather. The drawing took place at eight o’clock, and forty 
minutes later a start was made for the Jones farm some two 
miles northwest of the town, and the first brace was put down 
in a cornfield at 9:28, Both are medium in size and move 
easy at about an equally moderate rate of speed. Ben Hill 
was handled by H.S. Bevan, of Lamar, Miss., and Beaumont 
by W.S. Ellison, of Atoka, Tenn. After three-quarters of 
an hour, during which time considerable ground was worked 
over without a find, Ben struck scent of a running bevy and 
after mane cores? points and doing some nice roading he 

ot close to the birds which were flushed and missed by his 
Fandler, who was just ahead. Beaumont had struck the 
scent behind Ben, and roaded a short distance but could 
not make it out. Following the birds into some woods Ben 
made a feint, and as his handler came up he drew on and 
located his bird. Beaumont meantime put up a brace and 
came round and backed Ben nicely. Bevan put up the bird 
and scored a miss. Soon after Ben flushed and Beaumont 


backed him an instant and then broke and went on and 
flushed the bird. Both then pointed and backed several 
times, but nothing was found. Finally they were ordered 
up and the decision{was reserved till evening, when the heat 
was awarded to Ben Hill. Down fifty-eight minutes. 


GLADSTONE’S BOY AND LILLIAN. 


Both of these dogs are well known. Glad appeared to be 
off as he did not move nearly so well as when we saw him 
last. He was handled by Tucker. Lillian started off well 
and had the best of it in speed. She was handled by Stephen- 
son. They were put down in some woods at 10:36, and worked 
out to a cornfield where Lillian made a cast aloug a thicket 
and pointed, and Glad backed her. Stephenson went ahead 
to flush and one bird rose, but settled again within a few 
yards. Both dogs went on a few steps and pointed, and as 
the handlers went up the bevy flushed and settled along a 
ditch in tall sedge and briers « short distance away. Lillian 
soon had one fast, and Glad coming up also pointed or 
backed, we could not determine which. Stephenson put u 
the bird and killed it, and Lillian sent to retrieve flush 
one and then brought the dead bird nicely. We then turned 
back for a marked bird, which flushed wild. Lillian made 
a point near the place and her handler claiming to see a bird 
on the ground, shot at it, but no attempt was made to find 
the bird. A little further on one got up near Glad and soon 
after both pointed at nearly the same time a single that was 
flushed to order. Turning back Glad made a nice point that 
Lillian backed at sight very prettily. The birds were prob- 
ably running, as nothing was found. We then turned into 
some woods, where Glad made an elegant point that Lillian 
at “once honored. Glad drew on and again pointed and 
Tucker went ahead to flush when Glad drew on and again 
pointed and Tucker put up the bird and missed it. A few 
yards on Glad jumped into a point and almost at the in- 
stant Lillian also pointed, and birds were flushed in front of 
each. We then turned down to a branch, and as Lillian 
went across she flushed one and dropped on point to another 
that also went a second or two later. Glad meantime pinned 
one beyond that flushed just as Tucker came up. Turn- 
ing back Lillian made a nice point and Glad backed her in 
fine style. Stephenson claimed that she was pointing where 
birds had been flushed from, but just then one rose in front 
of her and the heat was ended with Lillian the winner. 
Down Se minutes. This was an interesting heat 
and the work was brilliant with but few mistakes. 


DON’S DOT AND DORA. 


Don’s Dot, handled by Short, ran at High Point. Dora, 
handled by her owner, ran here last year. Dot showed more 
speed and range than she did at High Point, but had no 
chance to point, as Dora had the legs of her, and as soon as 
Dot showed sign of game, Dora would cut in ahead, and at 
last, when Dot was a on a bird, Dora went in and 
flushed it, and the judges ordered them up awarded the heat 
° = Dot; down thirty-four minutes. We then went to 

unch, ' 
PET GLADSTONE AND DAISY F. 


Both of these dogs ran at High Point with the same 
handlers. Pet made a much better appearance than in her 
heat at High Point, and showed up quite speedy and a wide 
ranger. Daisy also came out strong and got away in fine 
Style, having the best of it in both speed and range. They 
were put down at half-past one and worked back to where 
the first brace were put down in the morning without a 

int. We then turned down the creek and shortly after 

et ran into a bevy on nearly bare ground and flushed them. 

ollowing them up Pet made a beautiful point to.a single 
Daisy backing her nicely. Tucker put up the bird an 
Scored a miss. Daisy then got in‘a very nite point to.one in 
the bottom of a deep gully, and Rose to.order flushed and 
missed it. Working down on the opposite side of the gully: 
paisy pointed and then drew on a runnifg bevy, and as she 
located them Pet also pointed the same hirds; Tucker ut. 
them up and he: birds settled on.top of a knoll in 
the sedge, and as“ Daisy-was climbing the steep bank she 
caught the scent and made an elegant point, and Pet backed 
her nstantly in fine style.. This was very pretty. Rose put 
up the bird and scored another miss, ahd soon still_another 
fn a bird that- Daisy had pinned in the sedge. Pet then 

ushed one, and the heat was ended with Daisy F. the win- 
ner. Down one hour. : 


LADY C. AND DAN GLADSTONE, 


These dogs also ran at High Point with the same 


ers 
They were nearly equal in speed and range, Dan ha 


the 


FOREST AND STREAM. 





followed suit and stopped on point to another, and Ben} 


were ordered in that direction.. -Minnie succeeded in findin 
.it. this. time, but. scored ‘a flush instead-of a point.» Bot 


+ both were found on:-point with Bridgeport a-little in 
“was spent and considerable 


: Down one hour’ an 


431 








pared notes and awarded the heat to MinnieS. Down fifteen 
minutes; altogether one hour and eighteen minutes. We 
could not see upon what grounds the decision was made. 
ae rt outworked her from start to finish, and was 
entitled to the heat. 

JACK CADE AND RICHMOND. 


This brace was put down at 10:37, in sedge. 


best of it in style. They were put down in sedge at 2:44. 
Dan made a cast into a sorghum patch and made an elegant 
eo, but drew on as his handler came = ‘and roaded some 

istance, but could not make it out.. Lady also came up and 
dropped on‘ point, but: nothing was found and we turned 
down to a branch, where Dan, while at speed, ran into a wire 
fence and cut his mouth and broke off: a tooth. but he was 













































































Jack is a large 


soon going again. Turning up the branch Lady dropped on | aog and runs rather heavy. He was handled by W 
= aan a re pon poe emgemnne A Aaa Titus. Richmond, handled by Short, ran at High Point. 
out a large extent of ground without result. “ina"'y | He showed the most speed and style. After quite a turn 


word was sent to the front that a bevy had been flushed by 
the spectators and we turned into the woods after them. 
Lady found them on the edge of 1 branch and dropped very 
ae tothem. Stephenson put them up and winged one 
hat Lady retrieved alive very nicely. Leaving our horses 
we followed the birds into a thicket, where Lady dropped to 
a single that was running and Dan backed her. As Steph- 
enson went ahead Lady drew on and roaded out the bird 
very nicely and it was flushed ahead of her. Both then 
ed some distance and Dan followed up his bird and 
located it nicely, Short to order flushing and scoring a miss. 
We then took two or three turns in the woods, but nothing 
was done except that both challenged and roaded, but ha 
to Ep it up. Finally the —— consulted and a gun was 
tierd and a bird thrown for Dan to retrieve, which he did in- 
differently, and = were ordered up with?Dan the winner. 
Down one hour and twent -eight minutes. So far as we 
could see Lady had decisively the best of it and we are at a 
loss to understand why Dan was awarded the heat. 


LUFRA AND NOBLE C. 


Lufra, handled by Nesbitt, was just from Abilene with 
her well won laurels still green and much was expected from 
her, but she appeared to be stale and did not show up nearly 
at her best. Noble C. ran at High Point.. He came out here 
in much better form and ran a very good race, doing some 
fine work.. They were put down at 4:15 in a cotton field and 
worked toward town. Noble made a cast into a corn field 
and made a stylish point to a bevy, and as Lufra caught 
sight of him she made an elegant back a long distance away. 
Stephenson, to order, put up the birds and killed one, that 
Noble retrieved only fairly well. Lufra was unsteady to 
shot, but stopped to order. Following up the birds, some 
very nice work was done by both dogs, each getting a point 
at the same time, from which birds were put up, Nesbitt 
scoring a miss. Soon after another got up that Nesbitt 
killed and Lufra retrieved it well. Noble then got a good 
point and soon after Lufra got in one and birds were flushed 
to each. Noble then cast back and pinned one that had lain 
and Stephenson, to order, put it up. The dogs were then 
worked toward some birds that had been marked down, and 
Noble pointed and Lufra backed him, but the birds had 

robably run as nothing was found. A little further on 

oble made a point in a thicket to a bird that flushed wild. 
Lufra came up and pointed where the bird rose from. Soon 
after Noble cast ahead along a ditch and made a point to one 
that also flushed wild. Meantime Lufra was roading out 
this bird, but she got them too late as the heat was decided 
in favor of Noble C. Down thirty-seven minutes. In speed 
and range Noble had the best of it. In style they were 
nearly equal. It was nearly five o’clock and this ended the 


work for the day. 
TUESDAY. 


CHICKASAW II. AND SPORTSMAN. 


On Tuesday morning the weather was delightful, promis- 
ing a good hunting day, and with the exception of a trifle 
too much wind a portion of the time the day was all that 
could be wished. Birds were not very plenty and nearly all 
the heats were prolonged in consequence. The dogs were 

ut down at 8:35 on the Hunt Farm, which in former years 

as held more birds than any other grounds here. Sports- 
man, handled by Tucker, is well known. Chickasaw, han- 
dled by Short, ran at High Point. In speed, range and style, 
Chickasaw had the best of it. Sportsman was the first to 
find, pointing a bevy nicely. Chick had cballenged, but 
went on down wind and flushed a brace and stopped as the 
other got up; Tucker Filled one. Sportsman was a trifle un- 
steady but at once dropped to order. He then retrieved well. 
Following after the birds both dogs pointed and then roaded 
where birds had probably run, but they failed to make it out. 
We then took u turn alonga hedge, and Chick made a styl- 
ish point to a single and Sportsman backed him very nicely. 
Short, to order, put up the bird, which fiew toward the 
judges and was not shot at. This was a very pretty piece of 
work. Wethen worked down near a branch in some sedge, 
where Sportsman made a point and Chick backed him. As 
Tucker went ahead to flush, Sportsman drew on and roaded 
for some distance, Chick‘also roading. Sportsman stuck 

retty close to the trail, but before he could locate his birds 
Phick made a cast, and as he turned. back and flushed the 
bevy, Short killed one that Chick retrieved well. Taking 
the dogs round for the wind Chick made a nice point that 
Sportsman at once honored. As Shcrt came up a bird flushed 
near Chick, but. he held his point and Short put - another 
one ee in front of him. This was well done, but he spoiled 
it alla few minutes later by making a bad flush with the 
wind in his favor, and worse than this, he came very near 
scoring a chase. We then turned into some woods where 
Sportsman made a nice point to a bevy. Chick coming 
toward him down wind probably did not see him, as he ap- 
pears to be perfect in backing, ran into the birds and flushed 
them. This ended the heat with Sportsman the winner. 
Down fifty-four minutes. 

MINNIE S. AND BRIDGEPORT. 


This brace was put down in the woods near where the last 
brace was taken a” 9:33. Minnie is of medium size, rather 
a nice mover, with only a fair amount of speed; she was 
handled by Bevan: Bridgeport ran at the Western Trials 
dividing third; he was handled by Stafford. In speed and 
range t when nearly equal; Bridgeport showed the most 
style. en first put 


Jack ran into a bevy, down wind, and flushed part of them 
and then, with the wind in his favor, he put up the others. 
Failing to find the scattered birds we beat out considerable 
round to a sorghum patch where a bevy flushed under the 
orses and settled in the sedge. Twoof them dropped near 
Richmond, and as he came to the place he flushed one of 
them and soon after the other got up near his handler, Rich- 
mond then cast down along the edge of some sedge and made 
a nice point, and Short went ahead to flush when Richmond 
drew on after him away from the bird which was flushed 
near Jack, who had come up and pointed it as Richmond 
drew on. Short killed it with his second barrel and Rich- 
mond retrieved it well. The dogs were then taken across a 
deep gully after the birds, and Jack scored a flush on three 
birds that he should have pointed. Richmond soon after 
made a nice point to a single that Short flushed to order and 
killed, and Jack retrieved it. Richmond then made a point 
but soon went on. The judges then compared notes and 
awarded the heat to Richmond. Down fifty-four minutes. 


NIOBE AND BOB GATES. 


This brace was ae down in an old field near the road. 
Niobe isa pretty lfttle bitch with an easy, graceful way of 
going and quite a turn of speed. She was handled by Elli- 
son. Bob Gates, handled by Stephenson, won the All-Aged 
Setter Stake at High Point. In speed they were nearly 
equal; in range and style Bob had the best of it. Soon. after 
starting Bob made an elegant point to a hare, and soon after 
Niobe also pointed one. Working down the gully Bob made 
a point, and as his handler went ahead to flush Bob drew on 
after him away from the bird, the judges flushing it soon 
after. The bird flew over the reporters, and Mr. Irwin made 
apass at it and knocked it to the ground. It recovered, 
however, and went off in a sadly demoralized condition. 
Bob made another stylish point at the edge of the woods at 
the lower end of the gully toa bird that his handler failed 
to flush, but it got up when the other handler came along. 
We then turned up into the woods, and Niobe dropped on a 
pretty point to a bevy that Ellison flushed to order and killed 
one. Niobe, sent to retrieve, went to the bird 2nd mouthed it, 
but refused to bring it, and her handler went to her and put 
itin her mouth, but she only brought it a few steps and 
se it. Following up the birds Niobe pointed just as a 
bird flushed wild a short distance in front of her. Bob then 
made a very handsome point, and Niobe backed an instant 
and moved up but dropped toorder. Stephenson went ahead 
to flush, when Bob drew on, and alternately pointing and 
roading running birds, working them out very nicely. They 
flushed just ahead of him and Stephenson scored a miss. A 
little further on Bob made a nice point to asingle and Niobe 
backed him very prettily. Stephen, to order, put up the 
bird and scored another miss. ‘hey were then taken up and 
we crossed to a large open field where Bob, making a wide 
cast, turned back along the woods with his nose over his 
shoulder in the wind, and pinned a bevy in fine style. 
Stephenson, to order, put up the birds and killed one that 
fell across the road. Bob, sent to retrieve, went over the 
two six-feet high fences and brought the bird in good form. 
This ended the heat with Bob the winner. Down fifty-four 
minutes. Bridgeport and Minnie S. were then put down to 
finish their heat, after which we went to lunch. 
PATSEY D. AND GAY GLADSTONE. 

Patsey, handled by his owner, Mr. R. C. Van Horn, is 
well known. He has quite a turn of speed and shows con- 
siderable hunting sense. He has been trained to ftush his 
birds to order and evidently thinks it great fun, but the 
judges apparently were of a different opinion, and he failed 
to obtain credit marks for his brilliant offorts in this 
direction. Gay is a very nice moving little bitch with a fair 
rate of speed and lots of style, handled by Titus. They were 
put down after lunch in an open field and worked toward 
a plum thicket near where a bevy had been scen to settle 
when we came up tolunch. Patsey went below the thicket 
and pointed a hare while Gay went up to the thicket and got 
on the birds. As Titus came up a single flushed near him 
and as he went ahead the remainder went. Oneof them flew 
directly over Patsey and he remained steady, but as the bird 
fell to Titus’s gun and fluttered on the ground just beyond 
him he broke in and retrieved it. The bird was then thrown 
and Gay also retrieved it. Working down to some woods 
we turned along the ote when Patsey made a point toa 
single that was flushed by Gay as she came down wind 
toward him. A little further on Gay made a stylish point, 
but soon went on. Patsey then made a point,and as his handler 
came up jumped in and put up the birds. Soon after Gay 
pinned one that flushed as Patsey drew toward her. Patsey 
then pinned one and Gay drew past him and stole the point, 
the bird going a few seconds later. As the dogs went on a 
bird flushed near them as they disappeared in the thicket. 
Both then pointed with Gay ahead, the bird flushing wild as 
the handlers came up. We then turned back to the horses, 
which had been left outside the thicket, and the judges com- 
pared notes and awarded the heat to Gay Gladstone. Down 
twenty-seven minutes. This ended the first series with the 
following result: 





































Summary First Series, 
Ben Hill beat Beaumont. 
Lillian beat Gladstone’s Boy. 
Don’s Dot beat Dora. 
Daisy F. beat Pet Gladstone. 
Dan Gladstone beat Lady C. 
Noble C. beat Lufra. 
Sportsman beat Chickasaw_II. 
Minnie S. beat Bridgeport. 
Richmond beat Jack Cade. 
Bob Gates beat Niobe. 
Gay Gladstone beat Patsey D. 


Second Series. 
DAN GLADSTONE AND NOBLE C. 


In the regular order of running Ben Hill and Lillian came 
together in the first heat of the second series, but Mr. Ste- 
phenson succeeded in convincing the judges that the rule 
allowing a change in the — order of running when two 
} dogs owned or handled by the same person came together 

applied in,this case, and they decided that Ben Hill an 
on’s Dot should run together and -Lillian and Daisy F. 
Mr. Stephenson owns Ben Hill ard handled Lillian, en 
being handled by Mr: Bevan. This was an ingenious plan, 
to say the least, as thereby both dogs had a chance to remain ° 
in for tlie next series, whereas if they ran against each other * 
one must dropout. After Ben Hill and Don’s Dot were put 
.down,-Mr. Rose; the handler of Daisy F., protested against: 
‘the change, and —* decision the running of the first 
two-brace was postponed, and the third’ brace in the series, 
Dan Gladstone an Nobie C., was ordered to-be put down. 
At a meeting of the Executive Committee in the evening it 
was very properly decided to sustain the protest of Mr. Rose. 
The rule was made to protect the interests of the owner or 
handler having two or more dogs entered in the same stake, 
and was never intended to encourage combinations whereby 
owners or handlers could obtain an advantage over their 
competitors: Dan and Noble were very nearly matched in 


own both alternately pointed and 
backed on trail of the a found in the previous heat. They 
were then worked through to some sprouts where the birds 
had been marked, and three or four birds were flushed near 
the dogs and handlers, but the thicket was so dense that we 
could not see which was to blame. Soon after a 
flushed a brace that he should have pointed and dropped to 
wing. Both then pointed once or twice, but nothing was 
found. A persistent effort was then made to get the dogs 
on a marked bird, but after considerable ae the 
task ‘was abandoned and the bird was flushed by one of the 
judges. We then turned back into the sprouts, where 
Bri oes made two or three points to which nothing was 


found... Another niarked -bird was reported, and the dogs 


then got in several pretty points and batks, but nothing was 
found, except in one instance a hare was seen to go. Finally 


advance, and Stafford to order put up the bird: A long time 
: und worked over without 
result,.and the dogs were ordered up to go down again. 
three minutes. ‘They were again put. 
down at 12:34,-after the finish of the heat between-Niobe and 
Bob Gates, and sent,into the woods after the scattered bevy. 
Bridgeport-ran wp a bird and sto -to ,wing,andMirinie 
baeked him;-. Minnie then flushed one aud instantly stopped 
to wing, - A little further on aon made a point and 
Minnie caught sight of him and backed at the same instant 
that she flushed the bird. Detigeposs then made a point. 
just in season to escape the pen for a flush. A little 

her on they backed each other, soon after Bridgeport 
half pointed and Minnie backed him: The judges then com: 
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speed and range. Both are very stylish, Dan having a 
trifle the best of it. They were put down at 2:48 in sedge on 
a slope. Dan challenged at old scent but could make 
nothing of it. A little further on Noble half pointed, but 
the birds, a brace, flushed wild before he had an opportunity 
to locate them. Soon after both pointed, but moved on as 
the handlers went ahead of them. Noble got it right, and 
roaded out the trail nicely, the bird flushing near Stephen- 
son, who killed it, and Noble retrieved well. A little further 
on Dan made a point, and Noble close to him backed or 
pointed, we could not determine which. As the handlers 
came up both dogs drew on, and pointed simultaneously a 
bevy that was flushed to order nearly between them. Short 
killed one and Dan retrieved it. We then turned through 
some woods, leaving these birds, and beat out considerable 
ground to a thicket, where Dan made a very stylish point to 
a bevy, Noble backing him nicely. Short to order put them 
up and killed one, Dan retrieving it well. Casting up the 
hill, Dan soon had one fast that Short to order flushed. Dan 
then pointed a hare, and a little further on one 
flush near Noble, and he was unsteady to wing. 
He then made a nice point to a single, and Dan 
backed him. Stephenson to order flushed the bird. Soon 
after one got up near Dan and he pointed where it flushed. 
Noble then got in a good point that Dan at once honored in 
fine style, the bird going as the handlers came up. The 
work here was very lively, the dogs jumping into points 
almost faster than we could note, both doing brilliant work, 
which was greatly admired by those who were fortunate 
enough to see it. Dan pinned one that was put up to order, 
and at the same time one flushed near Noble, who just then 
pointed one that his handler flushed to order. As soon as 
this bird was in the air Dan had one that Short - up to 
order. Dan then pointed where one had been flushed, and a 
few yards further on he pinned a single that Short put u 
and killed, and Dan retrieved it well. This ended the wor 
here and a Jong turn was taken without result, except that 
both pointed a hare. Finally, in some woods on a sidehill, 
Dan found a nets J and pointed it nicely. Noble, not seeing 
him, came up below, and beyond him, and stopped just as 
the birds went. Some claimed that he was also entitled to a 
point, we thought that he stopped either at sight of the birds 
or at the noise they made just as they rose. Following the 
birds up to the top of the hill, Dan flushed one and stopped 
to wing and Noble backed him. Dan, when sent on, took a 
few strides and made an elegant point that Noble at once 
honored in his best style. Short put up the bird, and the 
heat was ended with Dan the winner. own one hour and 
twenty-six minutes. This was the most brilliant heat of the 
meeting, both dogs doing excellent work and running a 
very close race. 
SPORTSMAN AND MINNIE S§. 

This brace was put down at 4:18 in a cotton field. Minnie 
made a point but soon went on. Turning into some sprouts 
Sportsman pointed a single that Tucker, to order, flushed 
and killed and Sportsman retrieved it. Meantime Minnie 
pointed but went on. Sportsman then dropped just as one 
rese in front of him. Soon after he made a point and Minnie 
backed him, but nothing was found. A little further on 
Minnie fiushed one, but the judges were not near enough to 
see the work. She soon put up another, this time in full 
view of the judges. Sportsman then half pointed just as one 
flushed wild, and soon after he flushed one. Wethen crossed 
an open field and Sportsman made two or three points, but 
it was so dark that nothing could be seen and the dogs were 
ordered up. Down fifty-seven minutes. We then returned 
to town, and in the evening the judges compared notes and 
decided the heat in favor of Sportsman. 

THURSDAY. 
BEN HILL AND LILLIAN. 

Wednesday morning it was snowing great guns and the 
day was unfit for work and no attempt was made to start, 
every one being content to stay indoors. On Thrrsda 
morning the sun shone bright, but the air was crisp an 
cold. There were two or three inches of snow that lay lightly 
on the sedge, almost covering it from sight, and the promise 
for sport was not very flattering, but birds were found more 
vlentiful than on the preceding days and the scent appeared 
to be good after the sun had warmed up the atmosphere 
and fair progress was made. Leaving the hotel at half past 
nine we went to the Hunt Farm, and Ben Hill and Lillian 
were ordered to be put down. Before starting Mr. Stephen- 
son stated that he would run the heat under protest. They 
were then cast off in a cornfield near where a bevy had been 
flushed by the horses, and worked toward a thicket where a 
,0rtion of the birds had settied. Lillian had never hunted 
in snow and she started at a moderate pace. Ben Hill went 
at a good rate of speed and did not appear to mind the snow. 
Lillian made a cast up to the thicket and half pointed at the 
edge, and Ben backed her very nicely. She then drew on 
into the thicket and flushed a single. No more of the birds 
were found and the sedge beyond was beat out, but nothin 
was found, and we turned back. Ben made a cas* aroun 
to the thicket and pointed in the open a few yards from the 
edge. Lillian saw him, but refused to back and stole in 
ahead of him and also pointed. As the handlers came up 
two or three birds flushed and flew a few feet and settled at 
the edge of the thicket. Lillian was jealous and 
unsteady, Ben behaving very well under the trying 
circumstances and — steadily on the birds. Bevan 
finally flushed one and drew. up his gun to shoot, but 
took it down again, stating to us after the heat was over 
that he refrained from shooting at the command of Mr. 
Stephenson, who told them that Ben should not win under 
any circumstances. During the remainder of the heat Bevan 
worked his dog under orders from Stephenson, taking him 
away from the vicinity of birds, while Lillian was given 
every opportunity to find them. So manifest was the col- 
lusion of the handlers that in justice to all and in the inter- 
est of fair play, the judges should have ordered them up and 
declared both dogs out of the race and at once reported the 
case to the executive committee of the club, but after some 
poor work by Ben Hill, who was evidently rattled by the 
manner in which he was handled, and two or three points by 
Lillian, the last one very well done, she was declared the 
winner. Down forty-nine minutes. This heat was simply a 
farce, and the conduct of the handlers cannot be too strongly 
condemned, and it is a duty the club owes itself to fully 
investigate the matter and so dispose of the case that in 
future it will be impossible for the offense to be repeated. 
We do not intimate that Mr. Stephenson intentionally did 
wrong, but he acted from a mistaken sense of honor in sacri- 
ficing the chances of his own dog in order that the dog of his 
friend might win. 

DAISY F. AND DON’S DOT. 

This brace was put down in a field of sedge at 11:14. Beat- 
ing through the field and some woods to an ya field, both 
dogs ran up toa notype. Daisy disappeared behind it, and 
Dot turned —— the upper end, and also disappeared in 
the thicket. fore the ju . ye came up two birds were seen 
to go from the thicket, and as we came up Daisy was half 
eriee, on the opposite side, while Dot was in the hedge. 

t looked like a point for Daisy and a flush for Dot, but no 
one was near enough to see the work. We then went alon 
a cotton field near a house, where Daisy made a nice poin 
to a bevy and Dot backed her in good style. Rose put up the 
birds and scoreda miss. Following the birds into some 
vaoods Dot pinned one and Daisy backed her handsomely. 
Short flushed and winged a bird that Dot retrieved alive 
good form. Daisy then crossed a deep gully, and as she 
came back one flushed near her at the edge of the bank, for 
which she was not to blame. Dot then pointed, but moved 
on before her handler came up. Daisy madea short cast and 


Daisy sidl 


flushed three or four, and we turned up 


ended the heat with Daisy the winner. Down fi 
minutes. 
RICHMOND AND BOB GATES. 


This was the last brace of this series, Gay Gladstone hav- 
ing a bye. They were put down in an open field at 12:26. 
Richmond started rather slow, but soon warmed up and 
showed as much s and style as his competitor, Bob 
ranging somewhat the widest. After a short spin they were 
sent round to get the wind and worked toward the large 
bevy found by Daisy in the — heat. Bob, beating up 
a hollow, ran up a single, and soon after another went near 
him. He had the wind in his favor, but at the distance it 
could not be determined whether the birds flushed in front 
or to one side of him. Richmond was on the bank of t 
gully, and catching scent, commenced roading just as 
came up beyond him and pointed. Richmond roaded out 
his bird and also pointed a few seconds later. Short put up 
the bird in front of his dog and killed it, and Richmond re- 
trieved it. Stephenson then flushed the bird in front of Bob 
and missed it. Bob then came round near Richmond and 
both got a point at the same time, and a bird was flushed to 
each, the remainder of the birds then going. A little further 
on Bob made a false point and Richmond backed him. 
Turning back across an open field to a thicket Richmond 
made a gamy point to a bevy, and Bob backed him in fine 
style. hort, to order, ow up the birds and missed. 
Bob was sent after the birds, while Richmond swung 
back into the thicket and a bird flushed near him, when he 
stopped on point to another one that went a second later. 
Meantime Bob flushed one, and stopped to wing, and as he 
went on three or four more got up near him. Both then 
went down the run on a path ens thicket, with Bob some 
yards ahead, Richmond pointing a bird that Bob had passed, 
and Short flushing it to order. Bob at oe? the same time 
turned into the thicket and pointed, but nothing was found. 
We then turned toward lunch, Richmond casting back and 
pointing, but no bird was found. A little further on Bob 
made a stylish false point at the edge of a gully, and Rich- 
mond backed him very nicely. Wethen took a long turn 
across the fields without result, except that Bob pointed 
but went on before his handler came up. They were orde 
up at 1:40, and we went tolunch. During lunch the judges 
announced that they had decided the heat in favor of Bob 
Gates. Down one hour and fourteen minutes. This decision 

reatly surprised us. Bob may be the better dog, but in this 

eat Richmond was clearly ahead and entitled. to a win. 
Gay Gladstone having a bye, this ended the second series, 
with the following result: 


Summary Second Series. 


Lillian beat Ben Hill. 
Daisy F. beat Don’s Dot. 
Dan Gladstone beat Noble C, 
Sportsman beat Minnie S. 
Bob Gates beat Richmond. 
Gay Gladstone a bye. 
Third Series. 
GAY GLADSTONE AND LILLIAN. 


These two were nearly equal in speed, range and style. 
They were put down after lunch in a cottonfield and worked 


down across a branch and up the opposite slope where Lil- 
Gay, refusing to back, drew 


lian pointed at a brush ae 
up and also pointed. Stephenson went ahead, when Lill 
drew ona few steps and again inted in elegant style. 


Stephenson put up the bevy and killed two, each dog retriev- 
i i form. When ordered on a some sedge 

ird, and Gay 
backed her to order very prettily. Lill then flushed one and 
stopped and another one went. Gay came up and pointed 
ust as one flushed. Both disappeared over a knoll and we 
eard a bird go, but could not see how it happened. We 


ing in g 2 l 
Lill whirled on a beautiful point to a small 


then turned back and beat out an open field to some woods, 


ushed near Lill and she stopped to wing, and Stephenson 
claiming a point, flushed two or three more near them. Lill 


showed good judgment in remaining steady, but the point 
was a very doubtful one. Gay then made a cast to the left 


and pointed under a fallen treetop. Titus flushed a squirrel 
that ran up atree. He then, thinking that Gay had pointed 
it, ordered her on, but she refused to stir, and after consid- 
erable trouble a bird was flushed just in front of her. When 
sent on she took a few strides and jumped into a nice point 
to a single that went a second or two later. Wethen crossed 
a gully and worked up to the edge of the woods, when Gay 
made a beautiful point and Lill backed him nicely. Titus 
put up the bird and hit it hard, but it wenton. Turning 
the corner of the woods Gay cast down in a hollow and made 
avery gamy point to a single, Lill backing in beautiful 
style. Titus flushed the bird and missed it. e then took 
a turn in the woods and swung back to the same field, and a 
bevy flushed near the dogs, but we could not see whether 
either was to blame or not. Following up the birds in the 
woods, Gay pointed just a second before the bird went, and 
a little further on she pointed a bevy, and Lill refusing to 
back, stole the point and then drew on and flushed them. 
Soon after Lill made anice point and Gay backed her to 
order, and the bird was put up by Stephenson. Gay then 
got in three points in rapid succession. Two of the birds 

ushed wild, and the last one was put up by her handler. 
The dogs were then ordered up and the judges consulted for 
nearly five minutes and then ordered them to goon. While 
the judges were consulting Lillian had struck the trail of 
runting birds and pointed, but no bird was found and she 
was called back. As soon as the word was given Lill 
again took up the trail, and following it up, pointed 
a bird that her handler put up. :* soon as the 
bird was flushed Lill cast ahead and pinned another 
one and Gay backed her in fine style. Stephenson 
flushed the bird and Lill again cast ahead on the same trail 
and soon had another one fast that her handler flushed and 
missed. They were-then ordered up and the heat was 
awarded to Lillian. ‘Down one hour and twenty-five minutes. 
Up to the time when the judges consulted, Gay was so far 
ahead that we were tly surprised to see the brace put 
down again. Lill did some beautiful work in the running 
birds, but she obtained her knowledge of their locality b 
working while not under judgment, and even with this ad. 
vantage Gay was still ahead, and the heat should have been 
decided in her favor. 


DAISY F. AND DAN GLADSTONE. 


This brace was put down in the woods where the last brace 
was taken up. Ins and style they were nearly equal, 
Daisy having the widest range. hashes gg bang to a branch 
we turned along the edge of the woods, where Daisy pointed 
ahare. We then crossed a road, and soon after Daisy made 
a nice point, Dan backing in fine style. As the handlers 
came up two bevies flushed a short distance apart and settled 
in some sprouts. When ordered on Dan le a nice point 
where the birds flushed from, and a little further on Daisy 






stopped a= pues. and Dot backed her as Rose came up. 
round, and getting the wind drew on and 

located in fine style. Rose put up the birds and killed one 
that Daisy retrieved in good style. Dot broke in at shot but 
at once stopped to order. Working toward the birds, Daisy 
flushed one on bare ground and oes The spectators 
he gully and worked 

some distance. Finally Daisy was lost, but soon found on 
point to a large bevy that flushed as Rose went ae Rin 
y-three 


Lill disappearing over the bank. Gay soon came near there 
and made a beautiful point to a bevy that flushed as hand- 
lers and judges came up, and Lill was found on point to the 
same bevy some 20yds. beyond Gay. Lill probably pointed 
first, but as she could not be seen both were entitled toa 

oint. Taking a turn in the woods to get the wind, several 


“he did, and then came across the 


of a bevy, and Dan in the thicket below her also pointed the 
same birds, which flushed as the handlers came up. Follow. 
ing the birds into the thicket both chall ,» and one 
flushed near Dan. Soon after Dan pointed a , and at 
the same time Daisy pinned a bird that Rose put up and 
missed. She soon another one fast. Rose went up and 
flushed one, but Daisy held her point, and another one was 
put upin front of her. Birds were now getting up wild all 
around, and both pointed once or twice on the scent, and as 
they went on one flushed near Dan. Following them Dais 

pinned one that Dan flushed as he was coming down win 

toward her before he saw her, and soon after another one got 
up near him. Daisy then pointed ust as one went; she held 
her point, and Dan coming up also pointed, and two more 
were flushed in front of m. <A little further on Dan 
flushed one down wind, and soon after Daisy got in & good 
point, and Dan backed her nicely. Rose put up the bird and 
missed, and Dan broke in but stop to order. We then 
turned toward home and went along distance without a find, 
the dogs being ordered up at 4:52 with Daisy the winner. 
Down one hour and three minutes. This ended the work for 


the day. 
FRIDAY. 
SPORTSMAN AND BOB GATES. 
Bob had the advantage in speed and way of going. In 


style when on game there was not much to choose bet ween 
them. They were put down on the Hunt Farm at 9:04,where 


Ben and Lillian commenced their heat. There had been some 


rain during the night and much of the snow had disappeared. 
The wind was high and there were occasional showers during 
the heat. Starting off down wind we went a long distance 
with nothing done, except that ieee made a point, to 
which nothing was found. Fina’ 

made a point that Sportsman at once honored. Stephenson 
put up the birds and scored a miss. Following them up ina 
thicket Bob pointed with head and tail high in the air and 
Sportsman backed him in good style. As Stephenson went 
up one flushed and then another one went that he missed. 
Sportsman cast out in the open and pointed, but soon went 
on. Turning back down the run Bob _ in an elegant point 
that Sportsman instantly honored in 

enson put up the bird and killed it, Bob retrieving it well. 
Soon after the judges compared notes and awarded the heat 
to Bob Gates. 
series with the following result: 


ly Bob found a bevy and 


is best style. Steph- 


own fifty-six minutes. This ended the third 


Summary Third Series. 


Lillian beat Gay Gladstone. 
Daisy F. beat Dan Gladstone. 
Bob Gates beat Sportsman. 
Fourth Series. 
LILLIAN AND DAISY F. 


The weather ain this and the next heat was totally 
unfit for running a field trial. Heavy showers and a gale of 
wind made it very uncomfortable, and never having seen 
dogs work under such conditions, we were greatly surprised 
to see them do good work in spite of the warring elements. 
They were put down in some sprouts and worked through to 
an open field. They were about equal in style and speed, 
Daisy ranging the widest. Beating out the sedge past the 
burned cotton gin toa sorghum patch, Lillian ran through to 
the edge and pointed probably where a bevy had been flushed 
from, as we found scattered birds near them. Daisy cast u 
the slope and made an elegant point, which she was ordere 
to hold for Lillian to come up, notwithstanding that the 
birds were running away from her. Lillian, after some time. 
came round, and catching sight of Daisy she hesitated 
an instant and then stole in and half pointed, but the 
birds had run and both went on. oe! roaded 
them out nicely and again pointed and ose put 
up the bird and killed it, and she retrieved it. Lillian 
then made a cast and flushed one. Daisy meantime 
worked out the trail and soon had another one fast, that 
Lillian, coming toward her, flushed. Working down into a 
hollow Daisy made a point at the edge of a thicket, and 
Lillian refuse to back and went ahead and stole the point. 
As the handlers came up Daisy drew on after the birds, which 
we saw running ahead of her. One ran out in the sedge and 
Daisy roaded it in capital style, the bird flushing wild before 
she had a chance to locate it. ‘We then crossed the creek and 
turned up into some open woods, where Daisy challenged, 
and getting the direction made a cast across wind and jumped 
into a beautiful point a second or two before the bevy on 
bare ground, near the railroad, flushed wild. Following the 
birds across the railroad Daisy again pointed them and Lil- 
lian backed her. Rose, to order, flushed the birds, and before 
the birds were ordered on Lillian pointed a single that was 
left, and Stephenson = it up and missed it. The judges 
compared notes and ordered the dogs on. At the edge of the 
w Daisy challenged and half pointed, and Lillian backed 
her. Both then drew on and Daisy pointed, and an instant 
later Lillian also pointed, and a brace were flushed between 
them. Lillian then made a cast in the woods ond pointed a 
bevy, that Stephenson put 7 and killed one that Lillian 
with considerable help found and retrieved nicely. They 
were then worked round toward lunch into a ~- open field 
where they were ordered up with Daisy F. the winner. 
Down one hour and forty-three minutes. We then sought 
shelter from the rain in an old church and eat our lunch. 
This ended the fourth series as follows: 


Summary Fourth Series. 
Daisy F. beat Lillian. 


Bob Gates a bye. 
Tie for First Place. 
BOB GATES AND DAISY F. 


After waiting a little over two hours this brace was put 
down to decide the honors of first place. .The weather during 
lunch had been a trifle more promising, but as soon as a 
start was made the clouds again commenced a downpour 
that continued enna the heat. The dogs were cast off in 
an open field across the gully near where we took lunch, and 
worked through the woods below. Near the upper edge of 
the woods a bevy flushed wild, and settled along the edge 
below us. Daisy got the first point on the scattered birds, 
and Rose put up one that he killed when Daisy broke in, but 
stopped to order and then retrieved the bird. Meantime 
Bob pointed twice in the woods above, but nothing was 
found. He then madea point near the e that his handler 
thought was to a hare, but he went ahead and flushed 
a bird that he killed, and Bob retrieved it. Daisy 
then made a point to a single that flushed as her handler 
came up. T ing a few oe Daisy again pointed but was 
ordered on away from her bird that flushed as the judge 
came up. Bob then made a nice point but nothing was 
found, and a little further on he again pointed a bird that 
went as Stephenson came up. Both then turned down to 4 
brier thicket and pointed at the same time a single that 
Rose flushed almost under Daisy’s nose. A little further 00 
Bob made a point that Daisy at once honored, but Bob soon 
went on. ‘ing up a branch the handlers were_ordered 
to keep to the right. Rose obeyed instructions but Stephen- 
son waited on his dog and soon after, some distance to the 
rear, he called point and was ordered to flush the bird, which 
y. We failed to learn 
whether the point was allowed or not, nor could we learn 
whether Bob had struck the scent before the order to crosé 
the gully was given. If the latter was the case he was 
clear on to the point, but otherwise he could not score. 
Both dogs then cut loose and ranged so far that handlers, 
judges and re rs, although spreading out and covering 4 
jot of ground, failed to keep track of them, and the 


pointed a hare. Daisy then made a stylish point to a part 
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were frequently lost, and when again sighted they 
would be half a mile away. Both were entirely 
beyond the control of their handlers a large portion 
of the time. They could neither hear the whistle nor see the 
motion of the hand, and appeared to be working their hand- 
lers instead of the handlers working them. Daisy, a long 
distance away, did some beautiful work in a cornfield, where 
a bevy had evidently been feeding. Her persistent efforts to 
find thems as she repeatedly cast in different directions were 
worth going a long distance to see, but the birds had proba- 
bly been flushed, as she failed to find them. Soon after this 
we turned up the slope to the edge of some woods, where Bob 
pointed the remains of a hare that had been eaten by a hawk. 
As the judges came up, a bevy of birds down wind some dis- 
tance away flushed wild and settled in the woods. <A point 
was claimed for Bob, but we were well convinced that he 
knew nothing of the birds till they rose. Daisy had made a 
wide cast along the woods out of sight, but Bob was sent 
directly toward the birds, and soon had a point on a bird 
that his handler flushed and at once ordered Bob on, but as 
Daisy was not near, he was ordered up and asearch was 
made for her. After getting the dogs together, both hand- 
lers got on horses and the chase was resumed. After going 
some distance Bob made a false point. Soon after, a 
bevy was flushed by Mr. Ellison, and the dogs were sent 
in their direction, but they failed to strike them and the 
birds were again flushed by the spectators. The dogs were 
again brought round, and this time they went in the right 
direction, and Daisy pointed one that her handler to order 
flushed; Daisy soon made another point, and as Rose went 
ahead to flush she drew on the track of the running bird, and 
Bob came round and stole the point and Stephenson put u 

the bird. Daisy when sent on took a few strides and nailed 
another one that Rose to order flushed. They were then 
ordered up and the heat was awarded to Bob Gates, and he 
was declared the winner of first prize. Down two hours and 
forty-three minutes. This was a long, tiresome heat, with 
the rain pouring down in torrents most of the time. It was 
our impression all through the heat that Daisy was doing 
the best work, and a careful revise of our notes fails to sat- 
isfy us that she was beaten. This finished the work for the 


day. 
SATURDAY. 
Ties for Second Place. 
NIOBE AND RICHMOND. 


The judges decided that these two were the best of the a 
e 


beaten by the winners, and ordered them to run to deci 
which should compete with Daisy F. for second place. On 
Saturday morning the weather was fine and goo 


field and worked through to some sedge, where Richmond, 


ranging wide, made a very handsome point toa large bevy 


and Niobe backed him nicely. Short put up the birds and 


killed one that Richmond retrieved very well. They were 
then ordered up and the heat awarded to Richmond. Down 


eleven minutes. 
Final Tie for Second Place. 


DAISY F. AND RICHMOND. 


This brace was put down in sedge at 8:57 to decide the 
honors of second place. They were nearly equal in speed 
and style, Daisy having the best of it in range and judg- 
ment. After aturnin the open they were worked toward 
the scattered birds of the last ia . Both cast wide and dis- 
appeared. and when found Richmond was pointing and 
Daisy was any backing. Short went in to flush but 
failed to find. The birds had probably run, as a few rods 
further on Richmond again pointed but went on and 
soon gave it up. Daisy made a cast down a gully and 
turned +. in sedge and drew to a handsome point on 
a bevy. ichmond came up, re fused to back, went on 
and stole the point. Short put up the birds and the 
— were sent in their direction. Daisy going down a 
gully whirled on a beautiful point to a single that 
Rose flushed to order. Richmond, behind on the bank 
in some sedge, made a point, and Short, to order, put up the 
bird. Daisy then ran up out of the gully and drew to point 
on bare ground, and Richmond, a hundred yards away 
backed her in fine style. Daisy drew onin the sedge and 
Richmond came up and also pointed and drew on and both 
gave itup. We then turned back across the gully to some 
sedge, Daisy made a nice point near some pines and Rich- 
mond backed her in his best styie. Rose, to order, put up 
the bird. Richmond soon after pinned a single at the edge 
of a ravine that Short put up and missed. We then crossed 
the ravine, where Richmond made two false points and 
Daisy pointed a hare. They were then ordered up and the 
heat was awarded to Daisy F. and she was declared winner 
of second prize. Down fifty-eight minutes. This was a good 
heat, many of the points and backs being very gamy and 


stylish. 
Vinal for Third Place. 
RICHMOND AND LILLIAN. 


The judges decided that Lillian and Dan Gladstone were 
the best two that had been beaten by Daisy F., and they 
were ordered up to decide by running which one should run 
with Richmond for third place. Mr. Bryson announced that 
he and Mr. Short had agreed to divide, one half to go to 
Richmond and the remainder to be divided e ually between 
Dan and Lillian, but under the rules that could not be done 
and the judges were requested to select one of them without 
running, and they decided that Lillian was the best of the 
two. Third prize was then equally divided between Rich- 
mond and Lillian, and the stake was finished. Following is 


the complete 
SUMMARY. 
First Series. 
Ben Hill beat Beaumont. 
Lillian beat Gladstone’s Boy. 
Don’s Dot beat Dora. 
Daisy F. beat Pet Gladstone. 
Dan Gladstone beat Lady C. 
Noble C. beat Lufra. 
Sportsman beat Chicaksaw II. 
Minnie S. beat a ort. 
Richmond beat Jack Cade. 
Bob Gates beat Niobe. 
Gay Gladstone beat Patsey D. 
Second Series. 
Lillian beat Ben Hill. 
Daisy F. beat Don’s Dot. 
Dan Gladstone beat Noble C. 
Sportsman beat Minnie S. 


Bob Gates beat Richmond. 
Gay Gladstone a bye. 
Third Series. 

Lillian beat Gay Gladstone. 
Daisy F. beat Dan Gladstone. 
Bob Gates beat Sportsman. 

Fourth Series. 
Daisy F. beat Lillian. 
Bob Gates a bye. 

Tie for First Place. 


Bob Gates beat Daisy F. and won first prize. 
Ties for Second Place. 
Richmond beat Noble. 
Finat Tie for Second Place. 
Daisy F. beat Richmond and won second prize. 
Final Tie for Third Place. 
Richmond and Lillian divide third prize. 

































































r 1 progress 
was made in the work. The dogs were put down in a corn- 


THE DERBY. 


On Saturday at 10:11 after the finish of the All-Aged Stake 
the ae was begun. There were 69 nominations, 25 of them 
filling— 
lows: 

Ben Hur against Little Nell. 

Cassio against Goldstone. 

Dante against Nat Goodwin. 

Katrina against Jean Val Jean. 

Ruby D. against Talleyrand. 

Wanda against Hustling Hannah. 

Gladstone’s Girl against Chance. 

Rubicon against Dan J 

Keystone against Roi B. 

Dee Mp Boon op 

Allie James against Luke Roy. 

Dolly against Bob H. 

Cliff Gladstone a bye. 

Nearly all the work was of a superior character, many of 
the dogs making very brilliant runs. Seven heats were run 
as follows: 

Little Nell beat Ben Hur. 

Cassio beat Gladstone. 

Nat Goodwin beat Dante. 

Ruby D. beat Talleyrand. 

Hustling Hannah beat Wanda. 

Chance beat Gladstone’s Girl. 

Keystone beat Roi B. 

Katrina was in season and Jean Val Jean will run with 


Corinth, Miss.; Major 
Mr. H. W. Fuller, of Louisville, Ky. 


[Special to Forest and Stream.] 





day Jean Val Jean was awarded the heat against Katrina. 


James beat Luke Roy. 


finished. 


[Special to Forest and Stream.] 


good to-day. 
siderable work was done. 


Keystone. Allie James beat Bun Roy. 


fourth series Cassio beat Allie James. Ru 


row if it does not rain. 


[Special to Forest and Stream.] 


off owing to the impossibility of securing a third judge. 








WINSTED DOG SHOW. 


well known. Captain Fred had not a great deal in hand in 


well. 


classes. The setters were not stron 


of again. The spaniels were good classes, Newton Abbott, 


not arriving in time for the judging let Nig in for first in 


heavy in ears, but just about the best of his sire’s get that 


we have yet seen. Nullamore won in collie dogs from the 
very moderate Rex, but was beaten for the special by Glen- 


livat, who is a puppy of great promise. His dam, Mavis, 
beat Spoiled Miss for first prize in the bitch class. All four 
of these winners were out of coat. Robinson Crusoe won the 
champion prize in bulldogs, but his kennel companion, Hill- 
side, was put behind Caliban in the dog class on the score of 
condition. Josephine was alone in the bitch class and was 
looking well. The bull-terrier championship was taken by 
Count, who never looked better. The Baron beat a new im- 
portation, Silver, in the dog class. -Rock won in the any- 
other-bred terriers. He is a Bedlington of more than aver- 
age quality. The pugs were not a very first-class lot. Young 
oby was shown much too fat, while Thunder could have 
done with some more. Mr. W. Tallman judged setters and 
pointers and Mr. Jas. Watson the remainder of the clasess. 
AWARDS. 

ASTIFFS.—Dogs: 1st, D. Strong’s Don II.; 2d, G. L. Foskett & 
oo Bessie. Puppies Ist, 2d and 3d, Coffin, Zimmer & Co.’s Leon 
III., Guardian and Boss Jr. 

ST. BERNARDS.—Smootru CoatTep—Ist, Chequasset Kennels 
’ 
NEWFOUNDLANDS.—Ist, E. D. Holt’s Prince; 2d, D. E. Barber’s 
Czar. 
DEERHOUNDS.—CHAmMpPION—John E. Thayer’s Bran. OPEN 
—Dogs; 1st and 2d, J. E. Thaver’s Duncan and Thora. 
GREYHOUNDS.—Ist, J. H. Seeley’s Flash. 
RS.—. : Ist, A. Collins’s Captain Fred; 2d, Maple 
Knnals Peltor e W. Tantrum’s Don. Bitches: 1st, Dr. W. F. 
Spring’s Model Doodle; 2d, Maple Kennels’ Bird. Pu : Ist and 

Dr. W. F. Spring’s Model Doodle and Capt. Bogardus; 2d, V. A. 

RDO One Ist, E. E. Sackett’s Dell; 2d, J. L 
SETTERS.—Dogs: Ist, E. E. Sackett’s . a 

a 3 3d, L. M. Gata Don. Bitches: Ist, H. J. Pierre's 
Fl tes: Ist, A. J. Lee’s Don Belton; 2d, J. W. Tantrum’s 
Dave Bondhu; 3d, F. F. Siade’s Frank. High com., W. W. Buck- 
-BLACK AND TAN SETTERS.—CHAmpPiIon—E. Maher’s Royal 
Deke Dogs: Prizes withheld. Bitches: Ist, O. McArdle’s Roda; 
2d, B. F. Lewis’s Rose; 8d, C, A. Ives’s Fannie. 


1 English setters. They were drawn to run as fol- 


Cliff Gladstone. The ~— are Dr. Rawlings Young, of 
. H. Key, of Florence, Ala., and 




































GRAND JUNCTION, Dec. 21.—The weather to-day has been 
delightful. Birds have not been found plentiful. On Satur- 


To-day Rubicon Jean beat Dan J. Bun Roy beat Dee. Allie 
Bob H. beat Dolly Cliff. Gladstone, 
a bye. In the second series Little Nell beat Cliff Gladstone. 
Cassio beat Ruby D. Nat Goodwin beat Hustling Hannah; 
and the heat between Jean Val Jean and Rubicon was un- 


GRAND JUNCTION, Tenn., Dec. 21.—The weather has been 
Birds were not found very plentiful, but con- 
In the unfinished heat between 
Jean Val Jean and Rubicon the latter won. Chance beat 
Bob H. abye. In 
the third series Cassio beat Bob H. Nat Goodwin beat Little 
Nell. Rubicon beat Chance. Allie Jamesga bye. In the 

tbicon beat Nat 
Goodwin. In the final tie Rubicon beat Cassio and won first. 
In the final tie for second Chance beat Cassio and won sec- 
ond. Keystone was selected to run against Cassio for third, 
but it was so late that the heat was postponed until to-mor- 
row. Some of the heats were very unsatisfactory, being de- 
cided before much work was done. This was decidedly the 
case in the final for first place, as but little work was done, 
Cassio having the best of it. The trials will finish to-mor- 


GRAND JUNCTION, Tenn., Dec. 22.—In the Derby Cassio and 
Keystone divided third. The Champion Stake was declared 


oo second annu2l deg show held at Winsted, Conn., in 

connection with the Western Connecticut Poultry 
Association, took place on Dec. 15, 16,17. The show was 
under the management of Mr. F. D. Hallett, who madea 
most efficient secretary and superintendent, and saw to the 
care of the dogs as well as providing a very neat catalogue. 
The entries numbered 105, and the average quality was a de- 
cided improvement on that of the show of last year. Mas- 
tiffs began the catalogue, and in the absence of Ilford Cau- 
tion, first went to Don il., who occupied the same position 
last year. Bessie, a graduate from last year’s puppy class, 
was second in this class. The puppies were all of one litter 
and the property of Messrs. Coffin, Zimmer & Co. St. Ber- 
nards were poorly represented, Lodi being the only one en- 
tered. The winning Newfoundland is pretty good in coat 
but weak in head. He won easily. The deerhounds are all 


beating Fritz from the Maple Kennels. They were looking 
Model Doodle got a double first in the bitch and 

upp classes, the 
a epartment, strange to say, being in the black and tans, 
the winners being the well-known Royal Duke and a new 
bitch to the show bench named Roda. Sheislikely to be heard 





much improved and well shown, wasin the large class. Helen 
won the small championship without opposition and Doc 






the black dog class and special for best cocker. A youngster 
named Roxy, by Black Pete,was first in both bitch and puppy 
classes. Sheis good in head and coat and will be the right 
size. The only new one of consequence in fox-terriers was a 

ood puppy named Mt. Toby Mixture, ason of Mixture, as 
& name suggests. This is a very promising puppy, a trifle 


annual mesting ane dinner at the Revere House, 


IRISH SETTERS.—Dogs: 1st, I. Ferguson’s McDuff; 2d, P. CO, 
Laselle’s Grouse. Bitches: lst, I. Ferguson's Adaline; 2d, with- 
held; 3d, D. Maxwell’s Press. Puppies: 1st, L. & J. Backer’s Irish 
Laddie; 2d, R. H. Burr's Don III.; 8d, I. Ferguson’s Adaline, 

SPANIELS.—Fretp SpanrEets—Ist, A. C. Wilmerding’s Newton 
Abbott; 2d, A. C. Brown’s Donuil Dhu. Very high com., W. A. 
Partridge’s Rob.- Cocker SPANIELS—CHAMPION—W. A. Part- 
ridge’s Helen.—OPpEN—Dogs: ist, Mansfield and Hinckery’s Nig. 
Bitches: 1st and 2d, 8. R. Hemingway’s Roxy and Miss Nance.— 
OTHER THAN BLACK—lIst, J. Mansfield’s Floss; 2d, A. Scrivener’s 
aes Puppies: lst, 8S. k. Hemingway’s Roxy; 2d, E. Lustig’s 

fajor. 

FOX-TERRIERS.—CHAmpPpion—J. E. Thayer’s Belgrave Prim- 
rose.—OPEN— Dogs: Ist, W. T. McAlee’s General Grant; 2d, J. E. 
Thayer’s Raby Jack. ‘Very high com., J. E. Thayer's Raby Tyrant 
II., C. I. Bailey’s Mt. Toe ixture. Com., C. I. Bailey's Miss 
Slick. Puppies: 1st, C.I. Bailey’s Mt. Toby Mixture; equal 2d, J. 
E. Thayer’s Meersbrook Nan and G. B. Inches’s Muddler. 

COLLIES.— Dogs; 1st, Chestnut Hill Kennels’ Nullamore; 2d, W. 
J. Martin's Rex. Bitches: lst, A. R. Kyle’s Mavis; 2d, Chestnut 
Hill Kennels’ Spoiled Miss. Puppies: Ist, A. RK. Kyle’s Glenlivat. 

BULLDOGS.—CHAMPION—J. E. Thayer’s Robinson Crusoe— 
Open—lst, E. S. Porter’s Caliban; 2d, J. E. Thayer’s Hillside. 
High com., C. D. Cugle’s Tosteg. Bitches: 1st, J. E. Thayer’s 
Josephine. 

BULL-TERRIERS.—CHAmMpron—F. F. Dole’s Count.—OpEn— 
Dogs: Ist, W. W. Silvey’s The Baron; 2d, F. F. Dole’s Silver. 
Bitches: 2d, G. H. Dawson’s The Duchess. Puppies: 2d,G. H. Daw- 
son’s The Duchess. High com., J. E. Maddrake’s Blanche. 
_TERRIERS NOT OTHERWISE CLASSIFIED.—Ist, W. W. 
Silvey’s Rocks (Bedlington); 2d, H. P. Wetmore’s Muff (Scotch). 

PUGS.—CHAMP10N—Chequassset Kennels’ Young Toby. OPEN 
—Dogs: Ist, Mrs. H. C. Burdick’s Cricket; 2d, Chequasset Ken- 
nels’ Thunder. Bitches: J. H. Seeley’s Susie. 

ITALIAN GREYHOUNDS.—Ist, E. S. Andrews’s Fly. 

SPECIALS. 

Best spention dom, Royal Duke; English setter dog, Don Belton; 
English setter bitch, Flora; Irish setter dog, McDuff; Irish setter 
bitch, Adaline; Irish setter puppy, Irish Laddie; black and tan 
setter, Royal Duke; pointer dog, Captain Fred; pointer puppy, 
Model Doodle; pointer bitch, Model Doodle; mastiff dog, Don IL.; 
mastiff bitch, Bessie; greyhound, Flash; Newfoundland, Prince; 
St. Bernard, Lodi; deerhound, Bran; cocker spaniel, Nig; bulldog, 
Robinson Crusee; bull-terrier, Count; collie, Glenlivat; fox-terrier, 
Belgrave Primrose; pug, Young Toby. 


THE AMERICAN KENNEL CLUB announces through 
a committee that it proposes to undertake the publication 
of astud book. We are given to understand that the promo- 
ter of an abortive attempt to publish an “official”? book has 
bequeathed the good will of that unfortunate burden to the 
club, and now the old experiment is to be tried once more 
and by new hands. Unhappily past —— has not been 
of a nature to warrant the public in indulging any anticipa- 
tion that this attempt will result less disastrously than 
former ones. It were much to be wished, moreover, that by 
its actions in far less important matters, the A. K. ©. had 
given ground for confidence that it possesses qualifications 
essential to the performance of a task of such exacting nature 
and magnitude as the publication of a stud book. 





NEW JERSEY SHOW.—Jersey City, N. J.—Editor For- 
est and Stream: The New Jersey Kennel Club claim March 
22, 23, 24 and 25, 1887, for their spring bench show.—C. P. 
PESHALL, Pres. N. J. K. C. 


THE ROSECROFT SALE.—We direct attention to the 
sale of the Rosecroft Kennels advertised in another column. 
This offers an excellent opportunity for securing fine stock. 








Rifle and Crap Shooting. 





Aadresss all communications to the Forest and Stream Pub. Co. 


RANGE AND GALLERY. 


BOSTON, Dec. 18.—A large number of riflemen assembled at the 
range at Walnut Hill to-day. The light was very poor, and the 
fog which set in closed the shooting at an early hour. 

Decimal Off-Hand Match. 











MO The Bios ccceenscusacace eis 1010 610 9 7 7 & 8 8—& 
4 9910 8578 7 89 
789610 7757 9% 
10 7 610 8 45 6 7 9—72 
756778 8 & 464 
545 48 67 7 6-60 

Rest Match. 
DRO OMA Wiis sacecsccxsacenancons 10 10 10 10 10 10 19 10 10 10—100 
ee RIE ccs ccdvaccacasaxednas 10 10 9 10 10 10 10 10 10 10— 99 
Me I Dic dactacces cadanseds es 10 19 1010 9 10 10 10 40 10— 99 
ae I Bhs coc ecacsevedcwnavsneen 9 910101010 910 9 16— 96 
Ge india Uennscdidvdeewauntaneeake 1010101010 810 910 9— 96 
Pi 8 Se ee are 810 910101010 810 9— 94 
TE WISI, Bic ic cccccccscicceses 10 7 8 910 810 9 8 8— S87 


ST. LOUIS, Dec. 15.—The second weekly shoot of the St. Louis 
Pistol Club took place at the Laclede gallery this evening, and was 
very close and exciting throughout, finally ending in a tie between 
Wells and Thurber on a score of 110 out of a possible 120. In the 
shoot-off Wells won the medal by “a. 









WCE WEE Sc dsanas engideenacdencane 12 910 11 1211 11 11 122-110 
Te Be I die cacidasecvccvvceesecs 11 11 12 9 12 10 12 10 11 12—110 
F A Todde.... .-11 12 10 910 12 11 12 12 10—109 
LV D Perret -12 910 12 11 11 10 11 10 12—108 
O Wenhaus. .-11 10 12 12 10 10 12 8 12 10—107 
W A Jones.. 1112210 TRUL 911 1-106 
RE So dncancadinsadvenawaveds 11121210 9 91LlL 9 11—105 
a Ea ncncenseécsosatcasedacaena 10 13 1011 10 9 11 11 12 10—105 
MO NINO ne cance nsincccwatsaaases 9101112111111 9 9 7—100 
WOIINMME ioc cacuscak secadanedaened 1010 9 91210101110 9—100 
CMMI ado cos cesaendccceraueness 12 610111012 6 8 12 12— 99 
Ne IOI a co ccertae waee icenss 12 91210 4 9111ll 7TU—% 
EB A Moerateadt 2 ..cccccccccccscses 91010 9 7 8 8 910 9— & 


WGP ICMONE Cs cccaccaccaddganaanies ....3 5 6RI1L 81012 9 8 84 
LEOMINSTER, Mass., Dec. 17.—At the recent match between 
the Leominster Rifle Club of this town and the Haverhill Rifle 
Club, of Haverhill, the work in detail was as follows: 
Haverhill Club. 





ie MEN cccdscucieneesaqkducie 91010 710 4669 6-77 
Be reccreccnccnncaceseia 7675 77 6610 869 
DE cic cdadtdede ecuien dexeaded 8§ 6479 6 5 610 869 
ee MM iiccdacdecsoxequdécusecs 75488 8 567 866 
ae I ccaaecescudesecaceea oa 888 65665 7 765 
I iigccdancdesccauccawncaane 46576383 4 6 6 7—54—400 
Leominster Club. 
F A Whitney 10 579 89 8 8 8 7-79 
2.2 CO eee 5 710 578 8 9 9-78 
E M Rockwell 56 41010 8 7 8 8 10—-78 
Ce sas ccveccacvadecccéies 6 8 5 6910 5 8 771 
ss ned ccusdes acadesens 7755665 99 7% 
OF CO aaccduccastcdadesa wane 668875 %7 4 7 7-4-4236 


LAWRENCE, Mass., Dec. 18.—The regular weekly shoot of the 
Lawrence Rifle Club was held in Riverside Grove to-day, when 
the following scores were made. The feature of the day’s work 
was the fine performance of Mr. E. F. Richardson, who made 28 
bullseyes out of 30 shots fired, 25 of which were consecutive. The 
leading score, 95, is equal to the best on record. The conditions 
were a aoe, 2byds., off-hand, standard American target. The 
scores follow: 


Te Wr dec caciccncccser cece 10 91010 810 91010 995 
CP oacance acavccscccttas veds 7 8 810 9 9 71010 8~8& 
Rita dcdaacacusens eddeum caecnsees 8 8 81010 7 6 10—82 
© Frost... ..ccccccccccrccccces seocces 81098 68 6 6 & 574 
Be anc occ duducadaccddcdédusti 995710667 T %7~% 
We Caden datdacanetccaadacuesaccs seas 676888 69 6 5-6 
A LOWE... 2.2. cceecere cececreccesscces 8559875 6 510-87 
J ¥ Butler........ yicum seeecseccess 664658 5 610 35 
RIFLE NOTES.—The entry of a team from the Massachusetts 
Rifle Association has been recorded in the B Arms 


@ Bullard Com- 
any's team matches. The match will be shot in the middle of 
anuary, 1887.... The Massachusetts Rifle Association will hold its 
Boston, on Tues- 
day, Jan. 11, 1887.... France, Austria, Germany and Italy have edch 
adopted repeating rifles. 
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CLOSE GALLERY WORK.—The close of the third week of |/ MEDFORD, Dec. 18.—The rain to-day did not prevent the mem- surroundings of mere prettiness, and one fine evening found her 
the December prize shooting shows wonderful skill in the con- ' bers of the Wellington Gun Club from making scores. The , down on the Hornsea beach, well found, well manned and well 
testants. The scores made are the best on record, and are worthy ; winners were as follows: Six pigeons, Lewis; 6 black rocks, Ward- ' provisioned and in*every way fitted for the seraee. 
of special comment. ‘The targets are on exhibition at the gallery. | well; 6 blue rocks, Gove; 3 pair fan Stanton; 6 blue rocks, Once started, the adventurer knows that no harbor of refuge is 
Below are the summaries in the various matches: Stanton; 6 blue rocks, Sanborn and § tanton; 6 pigeons, Wardwell; | to be found until the Humber is reached, a distance of thirty-five 

Decimal Off-Hand Match. | 6 pigeons, Payson and Swift; 6 blue rocks, Swift; 10 pigeons, Stan- | miles, and the obvious invocation is for an off-shore breeze, 


















































MN ahve enncenoe venvoceseeie shee 94 93 87 87 85 85 84 84 = 81—862 | ton, 7 pre a and that Gena ahead mt the = gs the 
BB NAGY... 20. ccccccesccccsncseses 87 87 87 87 86 36 85 84 83 82-854 | BROOKLYN, Dec. 15.—The regular monthly shoot of the Coney | COble, which was accompany her for a mile or two, and very 
Ce een 86 85 84 84 83 83 82 81 81 80—S829 Island Rod and Gun Clob took place to-day at the half-mile track, a P ‘ was made ee eee of Pe Sees, of ene 
We Decimal Rest Match. _ : Parkville, L. I. The birds were very slow and hung around the | 0 — —— ars S a SLi, co t, —— = L & 
G E Neral SE auepe ea eheuteuen ks ckaenen ” 98 97 97 97 96 96 96 96 . traps, which accounts for the high scores being made. Out of 93 pip — fe e _ aie pper alone wi 8 es 
BW White.. 99 98 98 97 96 96 96 95 95 95-965 | birds shot at 72 were killed. L. Duryea, from the 20yds. mark, | % . ae on oe \ “ the Ski ts the Rob Roy 
LO Rink.. 5 95 95 95 95 95 94 94 93 93—944 | Killed 10 out of 11 and won the first prize.’ J. Lake, 2lyds., and R. i eee ng lett, c th or hil co: i a pper se 8 f th y 
1 Missum.... -- 96 95 95 94 Ot 94 93 93 92 — Monsees, 27yds., each killed 7 straight and divided the second. H. | (¢™P g0mg. Cla ee cee tae ook Cus Beng! Th eer. 
PE ODD. orcas so seseoes Sstlese stete 99 96 95 94 93 93 92 92 91 91— McLaughlin, 27yds., killed 5 out of 7 and took third prize. H. P. s us i e ener, I . _ y, as ety : ng e . bper 
A B Lorin — Mes 8 81 80 78 77 76 75 75 73—786 ig Ly = Fae, Cesk Che SOR, SATS TT RNNIONY Oe the mate would probably ‘have ‘gone overboard astern but for ‘the 
df SD EMPING.. wcsccvccvescccccsccceces . ‘ e ww . Van Pelt. ¢ r r ) 
ames 75 73 6 36 66 60 59 57 54—66 . ¥ was raging in the well. 
ae say Ah © O 0 00 9 9T S-80 | seRspy CYT HEIGHTS GUN CLUB~The annual meeting | Bena, ane an neiplent conaapration war rae n he wel 
R B Bail : * 46 46 46 45 45 45 45 45 45 45-453 | for election of officers for ensuing year took place at the clad | only the Rob Roy that had violently exploded, no damage result- 
“UP OS a aie care eaten peli 46 46 46 45 45 44 45 45 45 44452 | rooms, Reumpler Hotel, on the 14th inst., and resulted as follows: | ing, except to the Skipper’s feelings, as for ten years he had placed 
Nn ae ye 45 45 44 43 43 42 41 41 41 41496 | President, William Hughes (“Old Reliable No. 1”); Vice-Presi- | implicit faith in that identical lamp. 
ae ee Amateur’s Match. a =, Dr. F. A. Cummins; Secretary and Treasurer, A. Heritage About this time the flood tide was spent, and with a light head 
WU MBINIS Whee fou os A sccetanseistte 46 45 44 44 48 43 43 43 42 42-495 | (“Old South Paw”) Executive Committee—Chairman, P. Farmer | wind nothing could be done, so we beached the boat on_a smooth 


Vanser; Dr. J. B. Burdett and Chas. B. Jordon. Official Scorer, 
Geo. B. Eaton. Sweepstake shooting at live birds and a good 
time generally expected at club grounds on Christmas Day. All 
invited.—J ACOBSTAFF. 

ST. LOUIS.—The Western Gun Club are making preparations 


stretch of sand where the cliffs receded somewhat. No sooner 
was the canoe drawn up and left high and “2 by, the tide, tents 
erected over the well and all made snug for the night, than with 
that provoking inconsistency peculiar to the elements, a fair wind 
caused the burgee to flutter and invited us to pursue our journey. 


GARDNER, Mass., Dec. 16.—At the last regular meet of the 
Gardner Rifle Club at Hackmatack Range, they used the new 
standard American target, distance 200yds., shooting Zoff-hand. 
The recoris made were as follows: 








GF Ellsworth..........82 84-166 H C Knowlton.......... 64 74—138 | toy their annual Christmas shoot, and should the weather prove | Too late, for the tide had left us high and dry, and after a pleasant 
IN Dodge....... -80 84-164 E Taylor... .........--- 61 64-173 | favorable, a general good time is assured. The shoot will be atwo | stroll in the cool night air we turned in. 

G C Goodale... .76 81-157 DE Wartield.... ...... 60 61—171 | qays’ affair, beginning on the 25th, at 1 o’clock P. M. Peoria black- How snug our little interior looked, with the lamp burnin 
GR Wartield........... i 77—148 birds, clay-pigeons and blue rock pigeons will be the targets used, | brightly, and bedding all nicely arranged for the night, and wha 


a low musical murmur the retreating tide sent us to lull us to 
sleep witha]. A last pipe, and a night capin the shape of a glass 
of grog, and sleep was sweetly falling on us, when a sudden 
clamor of voices arose and tiie tent was rudely shaken. 

As we started up with much rubbing of sleep-laden eyes, and a 
epee presentiment of capsizing, sinking, and every possible com- 

ination of nautical disaster, it dawned upon us that we were on 
terra firma, and that our disturbers were a party of belated fisher- 
men. A rugged and bearded face was intruded into the sacred 
interior of our tent, followed by an arm and a hand, the latter 
tendering us a large stone jar of ale, which, to judge by the thick- 
ened utterance of the voices around, had been already extensively 
patronized. Some broad Saxon ensued. The party were just in 
that objectional frame of mind when no amount of snubbing has 
any effect, and we began to despair of ridding ourselves of their 
presence, when the Skipper hit upon the happy expedient of ignit- 
ing a coil of magnesium wire, which cast a sudden and weird glare 
upon the surroundings, upon which they all decamped utiering 
surprised maledictions. : 

Just about 3 o’clock the warning plash of the advancing tide 
caused us to strike camp with considerable expedition, our first 
glances falling upon the midnight disturber of our rest. He still 
clung to the stone jar, —— presumably, at least none was offered 
tous. History states not where he had been all night, and ques- 
tioned as to the whereabouts of his companions, he only estimated 
that they were “over there,” pointing vaguely to the stretch of 
sandy beach. Not suchabad old boy after all, for he assisted 
efficiently in launching the boat. 

Hurrah! A fine, fair, off-shore wind, and all being made s1ug, 
the Mate took the helm, and the Skipper, rola.ng himself in his 
blanket bag, abandoned himself to a delicious sleep, which later 
on —— into a half-waking doze and a genera) consciousness of 
— and easy motion, and a musical murmur of parted 
waters. 

The bright morning sun had mounted the cloudless sky. Main- 
sail, mizzen and spinnaker were straining at their sheets. The 
Mate was sitting at the helm with thai far away look in his eyes 
peculiar to sailors. Simultaneously the Skipper casts off dull 
sloth and awakes to the facts that it was breakfast time, and that 
life was a blissful thing. 

The Mate’s watch below, and the Skipper sat and_stecred, and 
headland after headland rose out of the blue sea, and gliding past 
afforded a moving panorama of ruddy cliffs and bright green 
sward, and here and there a little cove where the shadows 
lingered and the miniature breakers flashed and sparkled in the 
sun on stretches of golden sand. No signs of life, save a white 


and nothing but inclement weather will prevent a big time. The 
shoot will be sweepstakes, open to the world. 

JAMAICA, L. I., Dec. 19.—The Washington Gun Club held a 
shoot to-day at Durller’s Park. Not enough of the members were 

resent to make a regular club shoot, but a good match was made 

etween J. Feldhaus, F. Munch, J. Newton and W. Mills, each 
shooting at 20 birds, 2lyds. rise. Feldhaus and Mills tied, each 
killing It. On the shoot-off Feldhaus killed 5 strai ht, Mills miss- 
ing his fifth bird. Feldhaus took first and Mills took second 
money. Referee and scorer, C. Dellow. 


ZETTLER RIFLE CLUB.—New York, Dec. 14.—First competi- 
tion for the prizes donated by the club Tuesday; 12 ring target, 
sossible 120; M. Dorrler 117, A. Lober 114, L. Flach 113, M. B. Engel 
3. Walther 110, C. W. Karcher 111, G. Zimmerman 113, D. Miller 
109, C. G. Zettler 109, V. Steinback 109, W. Kleine 107, B. Zettler 107, 
J. Weigler 107, F. Armbrust 106, G. A. Shurman 103, C. Reitz 102, 
T. C. Noone 99, A. Hunt 99, M. 'Trapp 83, G. W. Conner 83, N. D. 
Ward 80.—N. D. WARD, Sec. 

GALLERY SHOOTDING.—Headquarters Essex Amateur Rifle 
Club, No. 326 Bank street, Newark, N. J., Dec. 17, 18836.—Editor 
Forest and Stream: 1 hereby accept the challenge of Mr. Dorrler 
to shoot a gallery match for the championship and a prize, pro- 
vided he will agree to shoot one-half of the whole number of shots 
at the Essex gallery of this city. I propose to shoot 300 shots each 
for a prize of $25.—GODFREY SNELLEN. 





Canoeing. 





Address ali communications to the Forest and Stream Pub. Co. 


THE TRAP. 


Scores for publication should be made out on the printed blanks 
prepared by the Forest and Stream, and furnished gratis to club 
secretaries. Correspondeiis who favor us with club scores are par- 
ticularly requested to write on one side of the paper only. 


THE TORONTO TOURNAMENT. 


fPORONTO, Dec. 13.—Mr. Wm. McDowall’s shooting tournament 

at Eglinton, which commenced last Wednesday and_ closed 
to-day, was an unqualified success from the beginning to the end, 
in spite of a little kicking over the team shoot. The weather was 
pertect from first to last. In_the first contest at 15 live pigeons 
for cash prizes aggregating $200, besides consolatiou prizes, there 
were 55 competitors from all parts of Western Ontario. For the 
shoot at 20 blackbirds there were 27 competitors, and for the team 
contest 6 entries, one team, however, being withdrawn. Messrs. 
Oulcott, T. Loudov and McDowall, of the committee of manage- 
ment, had all the work to do, and did it well. Mr. T. Loudon was 
referee, aud Mr. A. Loudon scorer. The ball opened on Wednes- 
day with the contest at live pigeons, and resulted in the following 
having a final go in for the prizes: 

Shoot No. 1. ai 15 live pigeons.—Ist prize $75; 2d, $45; 5d, $80; 4th 
$20; 5th, $15; 6th, $10; 7th, $5. Twenty-six yards rise, H. & T. ground 
traps, 140z. shot, entry $5, Toronto Gun Club rules to govern, 55 
competitors: 





WIDE AND NARROW CANOES. 


Editor Forest and Stream: 

Mr. Clapham’s letter in your issue of Dec. 16, contains several 
statements which are so ee erroneous as to make it impossi- 
ble to let them pass uncorrected. I therefore trouble you again 
with the following note: 

Mr. Clapham alluded to a race withthe Guenn. That race, so far 
as I can see, has nothing to do with the subject in question. But 
his remark that any defense whatever was made for her, at that 
time or at any other, will not bear investigation. I have been 
particularly careful, even in private, to raise no question as to any 
of the circumstances under which the race was sailed. He, how- 
ever, was willing at that time to call the race off, on account of 
the manifest disadvantage under which my boat labored. But it 
is hardly fair that he should state his knowledge of those disabili- 
ties to be a protest coming from me. 

In regard to an offer of another race, I shall be very glad to ac- 
commodate him, and will meet him at the FOREST AND STREAM 
office or other suitable place to arrange particulars. 

His statement, too, that one race was open to all the boats at 
the A. C. A. meet is also distorted. There was a race at the last 
meet for boats over the limit prescribed by the Association. For 
that his boat appeared, and, there being no other boats eligible for 
the class, she had no competitor. This in itself only shows that 


{ti Humphreys............... 14 Geo Rogers.....................12 | canoeists are, as a rule, satisfied with the dimensions laid down | ¢ an eae . : : Whi : 
a ft Shoes. 12 | for them by their Regatta Committees in previous years, and not | COnaee OF Const BATE Sto ore dam old villngos of Helden 
DUARIUIE oicwisccnsusccsnsoxieucena 1B -HOMIGABI | 65 ois sacs aneanceascte 12 | that Mr. Clapham could not have arranged a race with almost any | ness 
Griffith... (sas ceecaceal BM GOUM.... 0.0.00. 00ec.ccoenre 12 | of the boats there if he had becn anxious for one. ; a , Lie ; 
RTE SB TMU SE ONDN.... .k.. ccocccae 12] Mr. Clapham says that Red Jacket was not allowed even to sail |, At last the lighthouse of Spurn showed ahead, and as the tide 
Sep sk eee ad qo SF BtAirelt.........s.-ocs ee ‘12 | around the course during the race at Grindstone. That is surely | had fallen considerably, we ran the boats ashore, as there was no 
ROR TWIN. |... <6 caocaucccsong re an uncalled-for statement, as no boats outside of the contestants | getting round the Binks, which barred our onward way, besides 


which nothing could have been done on the Humber on the ebb. 
A welcome respite too, ard we had time to visit old friends at the 
lighthouse, experiencing the hearty welcome which has so often 
greeted us there. 

Presently two stalwart forms in white flannels and no stockings 
appeared in view from the Humber side, proving to be two mem- 
bers of the Trent Valley Sailing Club, whom the spirit of adven 
ture had brought down from Nottingham in their centerboard 
sailing boat. Needless to say that the sandhills of Spurn witnessed 
a scene of fraternization. 

The tide making, we pees off to attempt the rounding of the 
points, always a dreadful operation. Two reefs were pulled down, 
as a glance had shown us that old Father Humber was angry, and 
we made for what looked like a smooth place in the line of break- 
ers on the Binks. Smooth indeed! a millstream is a mild form of 
water power compared with the rush of the flood tide over the 
reef. A warnirg scrape, a violent surging broadside on, a stag- 

? 


in a race are ever allowed on a course during the progress of a 
race in any properly regulated regatta. 

This whole question should be taken out of the plane of canceing. 
Mr. Claphain’s boat is not a canoe wherever the American Canoe 
Association standard is recognized as that governing canoes. 
Boats built outside of it, and which do not come within any defini- 
tion of a canoe, have no right tothe name. Why they should be 
so anxious for it. is beyond me. They are capital single-handed 
cruising or sailing boats. Their likeness to canoes, however, is 
only in a whaleboat stern. Then they have certain advantages 
for comfort in open water which no canoe can haveorclaim. But 
that they are canoes I deny, and see no reason why canocists 
should be forced, under pain of Mr. Clapham’s displeasure, to sub- 
stitute them for a type of boat they infinitely preter. They carry 
two men or more, and it takes a crew of two men to enable them 
to perform at their best. This crew serves as ballast and an aid 
in handling, and are, no doubt, both of them comfortable. But 


Four shot 11, six 10, five 9 and nine 8, the remainder retiring. 
The shooting off at 5 birds for first resulted in H. R. Humphreys 
grassing 3 and taking the £75, Forsyth only killing 2 and getting 
$45.TWayper, Griffith and Smith shared the next three prizes, ag- 
gregating $65. J. R. Humphreys killed 4 out of 5in the shoot off 
of the ties of 12, and took the sixth prize, while Rogers captured 
the seventh. For the consolation prizes there were 23 contestants 
at miss and out, W. Brown, with 4 to his credit, taking first; J. 
Bell, with 3, second, and G. Carruthers, with 3, third. 

Shoot To. 2, at 10 Canada blackbirds—First prize, $80; second, 
§20; third, $15; fourih, $12; tifth, $10; sixth, $8; seventh, $5; l8yds. 
rise; birds thrown from five screened traps; 1!40z. shot; entry, $3; 
27 ccntestauts. 

AINE og icsnicinwasa'vin'gawieiaign wate 19 B Ross...... 
T Louden .-19 G Carru S 

W Stroud.. 17 J R Humphrey 
W. Brown 
















SNMEE wee: vas avaesne 15 A i ; ; L 

spe 5 : the boats should never be compared with canoes, since they have | gering helpless roll and a rush of water into the well, and it 
Soothes ha se esaareocae isan oo hae Bic ss skewsatws vl nothin z in common with inane : . dawned upon us that this meant a capsize. —— up the center- 
M McDowall... 200000702200.227215) J Harrison. 2.22°77°277777207. 10]. Mr. Clapham is always courteous, always glad of an opportunity | board was the work of an instant, and then a frantic shove with 


the boat-hook, which of course broke in two, leaving the Skipper 
helplessly sprawling half on board, half overboard, with a dismal 
feeling coming over him that it was all up. With admirable 
presence of mind, the Mate had somehow, in spite of eee 
rudder, got the cance before the wind, and, a heaven-seunt gust of 
wind intervening, managed to sail her out of danger; whilst. dis- 
appointed, “* the fioods clapped their hands” behind us. ‘ Well I 
never!” remarked the Skipper, who had by this time managed to 
haul himself on board, and eyeing the shattered remnants of the 
boat-hook; the Mate contenting himself with the remark that it 


for genuine sport, and it is therefore always a pleasure to meet 
him, on land or on water, but in this instance I think he has let 
enthusiasm for his chosen type of boat carry him a little further 
than, on consideration, he would care to > 

NEw YorK, Dec. 18. W. WarrLock (“Guenn”’). 


The remainder retired. In shooting off the ties of 19, Wayper 
hit 5 and took first. Loudon missed one and took second. W. Stroud 
got third. Of the ties of 15, Felstead captured fourth prize with 4 
out of 5. Quarrie fifth with 3, Scott sixth with the same number, 
missing onthe second shoot off, and McDowall seventh with 2. 
For the two consolation prizes 9 competed at 10 birds. Bell took 
first with 6, and Carrutkers second also with 6. 

Shoot No. 5, teams of five, for five diamond medals, 15 birds 
each, from 5 screened traps at 18yds. rise; entry per team, $7.50. 


Editor Forest and Stream: : 3 , 
In Mr. Thos. Clapham’s letter, prblished in your last issue, he 
make some statements reflecting of the regatta committee, and as 





Team No. 1. . Team No. 2. chairman of that committee I would like to explain. « a ; nal tacae : : 
W Bugg........ -0e-eeeeeee. WW Stroud SMG aMeeciassoaeasaeae 12 He says, “Red Jacket was not allowed in the ee and was not : ~ oo «ee with close shaves begotten 
F Mart - ison ence ee 4 bn geal ila ela on _ — to sail around the course with the others when racing, We waited until the ace ge made, and rounded the point 
OS a eoreerers 8 IIRIED i ndenceccasasaaseenne 8 Event No. 17, sailing. unclassified cances, no limits in baliast or So any ag way ahead of us,and we settled 
George Rogers... . .......12—48 Smyth................. 10—51 | rig, 3 miles, was put upon the programme to provide a race for down to a steauy beat up stream. There was either a tremendou 
Team No. 3. Team No. 4. just such boats as the Red Jacket, Tt was ropped for want of | Sea on, or else the lotus-eatin life of Hornsea Mere had demoral- 
J Douglass .. ............+4 10 WY Se... sa0ess0esiecee il any entry whatever. Mr. Clapham, knowing there was such an | jzeq us. How we pitched 7 lunged. and spi skillful the 
FE Moffit..... tasanesy renee 7 . - pene Lies rauchingaxeromeee . i might _ — an —_ _ ote a —— and I -— Mate wheedled hee tea the se of it, until we aioe the 
J Towson, retired.......... _ PMD 6iG sds. anodes borecae no doubt but he would have foun enty willing to race him. os : 
: ei SGighanb suis see asa =. eenery- stsrereee cone 6 - he came to the a — looking for a = Low —— ~ me comneretioey calm waters af the Stony Cresk channel, need not 
‘ MAPADETOVS...0.0:005 vores — W McDowall.................. ‘—45 | first intimation that the regatta committee have had of that fact. - . oat : 

, Team No. 5. As for his not being allowed to sail the course with others when wane ree oe od ont. age es a 
AR visi niscsieesas <eawenseae DS PNR es ce cncanexndaueaciex secs 9 racing, I have to say that complaint was made to the committee | ¢his one!’ “This one” got over us with a vengeanc oe de down 
ee ee re Be SRB 5350 iesciss neasnwe ee 5—43 | by some of the contestants in the early races that the Red Jacket | on the foro deck with denen crash as tt to any everything 
ETON. oo. oopesenvensahiseeenes 8 interfered with them by taking a windward position at a critical away, and the boat groaned an staggered, and then rose tri- 


8 

The winning team represented Hamilton, while all the others 
were made up from Toronto. The first team comprised members 
of the Toronto Gun Club, and protested that they were not cred- 
ited with three birds, which would have tied their score wit the 
winners. The latter, however, with equal right claimed the more, 
and as that would still make them the victors, the protest was 
not considered. 

Ths above ended the tournament proper, but the sweepstakes 
were shot, resulting as follows, ten birds for three prizes: 


point, consequently we sent a message to Mr. Clapham. requesting : an ; : 
him not to - on the course during a race, and { am pleased to say io Si tall comer padi dag ery job for the Skipper, which 
he complied with our request. J. B, McMorricu. Having been so long delayed in getting away from Spurn it was 
—_—_—_—_—_— late on the tide, and when we had Paull almost within reach we 
touched the ground, to our intense disgust. An instant retreat 
was the only possibility, as ten minutes delay would have left us 
high and dry in the middle of the river. It was dusk and blowing 
strong, and it was not a comfortable sensation to race madly 
along with nothing to be seen of the shore but a vague black line 


HUMBER CANOEING. 
A RETROSPECT OF THE SEASON OF 1886. 
LAS! that it should be a retrospect, It seems only a few weeks 









ee paasnnie soe yiniewisv eats 8s) 9b : an. eee rep enreste tse eee : since we were hopefully looking forward to the opening of the | especially as we had to give it a wide berth, owing to the numerous 
Do od ia mca nee ee? pare rapes seers y EIT ee 4 | Season, and o weary waiting too. Year after year, winter seems | stone groins pos far into the stream, and which would have 
wold gece re, Merron aaron cage viice WS Rarenes Per Or to gain upon summer, and it was well on toward the longest day | reduced our boat into its component parts in no time had we 

Te wands ‘for three prizes: oe before we realized that boating was possible. struck one of them. Meantime we had the uncomfortable fore- 
oie Pee 10 Stroud | .,The opening of the: season found a contingent of. the Humber | boding that we might be swept past Stony Creek, the only possible 
Mel : Renta cee ee DMReA Toe eke ee ae 6 — = ub ——a - —— siete = —— sheet of — a of ref e. = it wee S ~J aes cee — = ae 
eter earner cs e hea pces Gee cs Sehr tec ates mate e estas - | about 20 miles from . A pretty sight on a fine evening, when | the entrance. as no lights and has a particularly offensive 
oe biris, one prize, ee ti peach, added by J. ee the little fleet had got afloat. There goes the Cassy, vricht with in. The only thing to do was to put her sharp on the wind and 
> seca apaepesgan een: 4 Doll i new varnish: ou can tell her by her beautiful lines anc spotless ead for the creck, and it was suficiently uncomfortable moment 

f seosetee POMEL...» 2.2 oes .° +x | sails, with a funny little tender, the Porriwiggle, a. 9ft. center- | when we rounde gunwale under, in a ng sea. 
In the shoot-off McDowall and Brown again tied, this time at 3,| hoard, dancing attendance, capable, too, of performing won-| Oh! the rest and peace of the harbor when ealeed. We could 


but at the second attempt McDowall hit 4 to 1 by Brown. derful feats of turning and twisting. Mr. Holmes also contributes 


a pretty miniature coble. The old gir, too, getting into years 
now, her erstwhile polish —— iven place toa sober coat of 
black with white deck. A fine ol at still, with her new racing 


laugh at the river roaring like some ees beasts of pre 
outside. A kind farmer living close by bade us welcome, an 
never was sleep better earned or more delicious. The next morning 
saw us beating up the a where we found our centerboard friend 





NEWTOWN, N. Y., Dec. 14.—North Side Gun Club. L. 1., match 


at live pigeons, 5 ground traps, handicap, 80yds. boundary, club | canvas and trim spars. lying in the old harbor. When we saw her boomsticking out over 

rules. £ Several other canoes swell the fleet and when they are all out, | the counter and her general up-river scale of ng, we opined, 

SE 6c is sou bvbansne 1111101-6 Skelton .............5:. 1000001—2 | with white sails standing out against the rich spring greens of the | not without reason, that her crew had had a considerable dusting 

Ee sci amiga niall 1110011—5 ' Grau ..... ape eea lobes eee 1010011—3 | surrounding woods, no prettier. sight could possibly gladden-the | the previous day. 

ee 111Ti0I—-6_Merkens................ 0001011—3 | eyes of a boating man. Being the day of the yacht regatta, the river was gay with spot- 

EN cos Ssonenanen Ee Ee ers 1011100—4 | But with advancing summer a feeling of discontent was creep- | less canvas and many colored bunting; and following in the wake 

DUTYOR......-- 022000008 GO01U10—2 Kroger.... ..........+0. 0111111—6 | ing over the soul of A’gir, The lake was too smalland aneverin-|of the yachts might be seen the canoe and the center 

eke ncb eens ...-1101110—4 Bohmeke.......... «oe. --L111001—5 a ng was calling her to break her bonds asunder, and | the latter a “joy for ever” with her battened lug and jib. 

Dr. Franz..............+ 1101000—4 , ; on the broad bosom of old HumMer to taste once more the joys of | Anchors being cast at Paull, a pleasant lunch was served on board 
Ties on 6: Barlow 3, Winholz 3,. Second tie, Barlow 0, Winholz 2. | freedom, and where could they found in Er pater perfection | the centerboard, and notes akan as to the tribulations of the 
Sweepstake, miss and out, 25yds. rise: Dr: Frang 118, Ferret | than on that grand highway. of merce with its ever shift revious day: A genuine Paull day, the bay flashing and spar: 

2, Winholz 0, Merkeas 2, Siems 1, Manning 2, Kroger 1. panorama of nautical life: No! the Agir was out of place ami the sun, and a dreamy hage over the low-lying meadows, 
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swel ling outlines of hill and wood, and we lazily basked in the 
= h yard until the white specks in the distance developed into 
the forms of the competing yachts, and warned us to get up anchor 
for the run home. 

How utterly small a canoe feels as her skipper glances over his 
shoulder and becomes aware of a towering mass of white canvas, 
shapely mainsail and trim cut topsail and enormous spinnaker, 
coming tearing along behind. 

Thus swept by the leading yacht, triumphant in her pride and 
beauty, and soon she was well ahead. But what’s up? A sudden 
shift of wind, and the noble yacht is down on her beam ends, and 
topsail, topmast and flying kites sink in shapeless ruin just in 
time to prevent a capsize. 

Never was the value of patent reefing gear more apparent, as 
the squall came whistling along and found the Atgir ready for it 
under snug double-reefed mainsail. : : 

The Salewing yack were still carrying their spinnakers, which, 
however, were handed in time to save their sticks, 

It. was pleasant once more to join the home contingent of the H. 
Y.C., which we found established in the old spot in the harbor. 
The fleet consisting of Mr. Hamilton’s new boat, as well as the 
Iolanthe, Spray and the Bluebottle, and later on a fine sailing 
canoe, built by Akester, of Hornsea, for Mr. Jacobs, 16’x4.’10". 

Circumstances not permitting of a lengthened cruise on foreign 
waters, the old Agir drifted downto Paull one fine Saturday 
afternoon, and her owner having intended to stay two or three 
days, eventually stayed for three months. 

aull! Where’s Paull? I think I hear your readers say. The 
question is excusable. I have heard otherwise well-informed 
people say: Where’s Hull? and it is excusable if some little ignor- 
ance exists as to so unobtrusive a place. It is just the tact that 
Paull is a little-known, out-of-the-way spot, that constitutes its 
charm. It is impossible to imagine Paull in any other guise than 
as we now saw it, and it is to be ho that many years may elapse 
before the mania for progress seizes uponit. Asitis now, the 
quiet old spot has a most soothing effect after the noise and bustle 
of Hull, and nothing is pleasanter than to find one’s seif down 
there atter the day’s work, and to set sail and sail pleasantly over 
its broad bay. It is an old-world spot, and were it not for the tide 
of commerce continually rolling past, it might be a bit of the last 
century. The way to it from Hedon lies across rich grass lands, 
where cattle graze contentedly in the shade of the noble eim trees, 
and we catch a glimpse of the Humber and sails of passing ships, 
as we descend the slope into our village. 

We have only one street in our village. No straggling cottages 
are met with on the way, No, the village street just begins and 
just as uncompromisingly ends. Our main street, it must be con- 
fessed, is just the least bit commonplace, but to see Paull a-rights 
we must lie at anchorin the bay and then we observe that the 
houses, which look so demurely on to the street have their pictur- 
esque side. Note the charming effects of light and shade as the 
afternoon sun glows on white gable and red roof, gilding the chalk 
embankments and playing at hide and seek with the irregular 
outline of wharf, jetty and seaweed covered piles, for every man 
is his own engineer and uniformity suffers to the advantage of the 
picturesque. 

Beyond the village we see the Coast Guard station and an old 
lighthouse, long disused, but ——— with its red tower a 
warm dash of color to the picture. Beyond this the grassy wood- 
clad slopes of high Paull. Those grassy slopes mark the spot where 
men of war that were launched in the old_ days of wooden walls, 
days are fast passing into the realm of tradition. To make up we 
have an enterprising resident at the other end of the village who 
has a yard where worn out ships are broken up, and many a stout 
old craft has finished her pilgrimage there. It is a fascinating 
spot for the small boys of the village, and m is their joy when 
they can convert the half demolished hull of an old ship into a 
castle to garrison and hold against all and sundry. 

We have a fort, but a sleepy obsolete old fort with out-of-date 
guns. The military side of Paull life seldom intrudes itself upon 
us. ‘The fort hides itself behind the woods of high Paull and the 
garrison is composed of long-service men and itis rarely thata 
stray uniform shows itself on our street. 

Sometimes indeed, to show that it is not yet guite extinct, the 
fort wakes into life and then: the soul of old Father Humber is 
vexed and his bosom rent by shot and shell and wreaths of blue 
smoke float lazily away over the trees. On these occasions it is 
well for the canoeist to give the fort a wide berth. 

Our moet. the Royal Oak, occupies the center of the street, 
and a comfortable, homely spot it is, with a capital hcst and host- 
ess, whose one object seems to be to administer to our comforts: 
and a rambling sort of storehouse is attached, a very paradise of 
boating gear, punt guns, sails, spars and nets of all inds. Our 
host is abundantly blessed in the matter of children, and finer 
specimens we need not wish to see. The eldest boy is a great ally 
of ours, having arrived at an age to go with his father on his 
shrimping expeditions. He is an inveterate fisherman, and is 
always engaged in mysterious private ventures of his own with 
a view to the capture of fish, but we only enjoy his confidence to a 
limited degree. The other boy—the rest being all girls—the very 
smallest boy who ever wore a fisherman’s Jersey, is a regular 
youngsea urchin. He will be on the water, and in it sometimes, 
and it is difficult to resist his entreaties to be taken out in the 
canoe for an evening sail, however much we may know that he 
has escaped from maternal control. What are the prospects of 
ultimate slaps compared with the joy of the moment? His great- 
est glory is when he is permitted to go out in the shrimper, and is 
allowed to steer fora few moments, and it is a sight to see him 
plant himself squarely on his sturdy little legs and grapple with 
the huge tiller. 

Standing on the summit of a gentle rise, our church raises its 
gray old tower above the trees. A pleasant place this old church 
yard to lie and bask in the warm afternoon sun. The trees shut 
out the view of Hull, but between them can be caught the sparkle 
of the river, and its faint murmurs and the whispering voices of 
the trees blend in a sweet and drowsy lullabay. Nothing breaks 
the view seaward. A sweep of meadow land, bright with summer 
coloring, and beyond that the river widening as it goes. I like it 
best at low tide, when it seems to have sunk to rest, and the un- 
covered sand banks glow golden in the sun, and white sails, 
motionless, stand out against the blue hazy distance. It is a 
moment of rest and peace, when for a time the cares of life seem 
as far away as the white sails out seaward. 

The graves all look seaward, too, as_ though their quiet tenants 
were still looking out for their'returning ships. No stately monu- 
ments with lying inscriptions only the humble graves of gener- 
ations of simple Paull folk. Therelie the men upon whom Eng- 
land could rely, when her fleets swept the ocean. The men who 
sailed those old-fashioned boats, of which a few specimens linger 
in the harbor, mocking with their bluff bows and clumsy counters 
tie graceful clippers of to-day. Yes! I suppose they, too, in their 
time, looked lovingly on their unwieldly craft and dilated on their 
beauties. One gravestone intrudes itself upon my day dream. It 
records the departure of an old army captain, who, “after surviv- 
ing many honorable wounds” and many a hard fought field in 
those old days when England stood alone against a world inarms, 
came to spend the evening of his life in quiet old Paull. I have 
grown quite accustomed to my old captain, his grave stands just 
in my special sunny corner, and I really feel as if I knew him, and 
lying as I am in the warm grass on this drowsy summer afternoon, 

feel that it would be quite according to the fitness of things if he 
were to stump up the pathway on his wooden leg and salute me 
with the courtly grace of a by-gone century, and after tending me 
his silver snuff box proceed to enter into the detailed explanation 
of the complicated strategy of some forgotten campaign. A little 
prolix ane he is, and apt to get his contending forces decidedly 
mixed up. I have credited him with a wooden leg, Ido not know 
why; there is no direct evidence to prove the facts, but without a 
wooden leg and a stiff, tightly tied military queue, I should not 
know him, and did he appear before me minus such appendages, I 
should regard him as an impostor. 

How did he get to Paull? His very name is forgotten, but to me 
he is an old friend, and we have a common vested interest in that 
quiet, corner of the old church yard. Peace be with his shade. 

le, like many others, did his share in building up our great em- 
pire, for us to value and guard the sacred inheritance. 

I can think of nothing more delightful than the fact dawning 
upon the awakening senses that it is Sunday morning. No rush- 
ing off to catch the early train to town. No! A whole day of 
open air, and as I sit at breakfast, fully appreciating the fact that 
I need not hurry over it, I have before me a charming picture 
framed by the wide open window of my little sitting room. A 

broad expanse of sunlit water, and in the background Hull. Yes, 
Hull! certainly, but to-day it is for me but a feature in the land- 
Scape. No longer one of its commercial slaves, I can look upon it 
with feelings of unconcern. Only a few miles across the bay, but 
it might be a few hundred yards for all it has to do with my life 
to-day. How bright and beautiful everything is this morning, as 
I take stock of the immediste foreground. First our two yachts 

hg at anchor immediately before me. They too seem to realize 
the fact that it is Sunday and a fine day. How brightly the sun 
shines on the well set up rigging and white covers, and 
Sparkles on brass work and skylight as they bow languidly to each 
other on the lazy swell of the tide. They seem to be saying to each 
other, “We are not quite like them, you know,” meaning of 
course, the shrimpers which lie at their moorings around. ith- 
out the dainty fittings and bright bunting of the yachts, the 
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shrimpers are in their line as worthy of admiration. 
of tar and tan conceal their inborn grace and beauty. 

Ah! there is the old gir. George, my host’s eldest boy, has 
brought her round from the creek. He has even permitted a 
couple of his boy companions to accompany him. You can see he 
is an incipient yacht skipper (and to be such is the grand ambition 
of all Paull boys) as he sits in an attitude of command at the 
helm. He is not allowed to hoist the mainsail, so has to make 
what sailing he can with the mizzen. Now he is ordering his 
crew to let go the anchor, sails are made up yacht fashion—for the 
A¢gir aspires to be one of the aristocracy—and he sends a string of 
— flags fluttering to the mast head, and the old gir, like the 
others, rejoices in the fact that it is Sunday as she lies gently 
rolling on the ripples of the bay. 

Beyond the anchored craft, a few hundred yards away, right in 
the center of the picture can be seen the buoy marking the tail of 
the Skitter sand. As every ship making for Hull must s be- 
tween me and that buoy, I am well placed for observing the nau- 
tical panorama. Here comes the Swedish, closely followed by the 
Norwegian mail steamer. How nobly they ar their way along 
with awnings spread fore and aft, and crowded from end to end 
with Scandinavian emigrants to the land of promise. I feel glad 
that their first glimpse of old England finds her wreathed insunny 
smiles. The otlicers are clustered on the bridge, we can almost 
distinguish their features. The flags are stopped at the masthead 
and as Paull is passed, burst simultaneously, and_ house flag, mail 
flag and glorious red ensign float proudly on the breeze. As I sit 
here there passes in review qe a naval procession. Schooners 
beating up stream, sturdy fishing smacks with their red and yel- 
low tanned sails. All sorts and conditions of steamers, from the 
great Atlantic lines to the fussy little tugs, aud perhaps a four 
masted a ed — towing up to Hull, with a stray Thames barge 
and a billy-boy or two. 

But the tide is turning and the anchored craft are swinging, and 
it is time to be off for a long sail down stream, returning with the 
evening tide. So if we are lazy, and such is alas too often the 
case, we can sail about in the neighborhood, for in the slack water 
ot Pauil bay we are independent of tide, and need not be far away 
when a white flag flying at the Royal Oak warns us that dinner is 
under way. 

It is pleasant sometimes to vary our Humber cruises bya run u 
the creek which once bore the wealth and commerce of the worl 
to Hedon. Our creek holds an important place in the life of Paull, 
and is but a few minutes walk from the village along the river 
bank, and as we walk along the embankment we notice the Dutch 
like aspect of the country, ve it does below the level of high 
tide, with rich corn land stretching away in the distauce, and here 
and there a farm house embosomed in trees, and gray church 
towers and red roofs of quiet old villages. It is a picture full of 
calm and repose. The passing clouds throw broad stretches of 
shadow over meadow and woodland, the very cattle looking the 
image of contentment, the only moving thins being the sails of a 
keel slowly making its way to Hedon and showing above the banks 
of the creek. The lower parts of the creek is the home of the 
smaller shrimpers, and no prettier sights can be seen than when 
the morning tide has lifted them and they are all bobbing about at 
their moorings, and a procession of fisherman make their way 
from the village and push off in various shaky old boats. The red 
sails are hoisted, and one by one the bonny little cutters steal 
silently out of the haven with the cleverest of maneuvers, for the 
entrance is narrow, and out on to the broad Humber for the day’s 
work; and the harbor is deserted save by a stately schooner yacht 
p ber dismantled at her moorings, and a few superannuated 
shrimpers whose history goes back into the night of time. 

The Agir is got under way, and with the flood tide under her 
has a merry time beating up the narrow creek, and her steersman 
looks over the country around and wonders where he would land 
if the banks were to give way. 

After a couple of miles of twisting and turning, with Hedon 
church now ahead, then to starboard, then to port, he arrives 
eventually at the river head and makes fast to one of the keels 
that is discharging cargo at one of the wharfs. 

A charming picture. It might be fresh from the brush of some 
Dutch landscape painter. The creek, with a few river craft bright 
with varnish and paint, and of considerable va'ue in the composi- 
tion. A warehouse or two, old enough to be picturesque, and ris- 
ing above the elm trees in the background, the grand old tower of 
Hedon Church, with delicate tracery of window, pinnacle and but- 
tress looking down protectingly on_ the red roofs of the old town 
nestling at its feet. At the head of the creek a windmill, which 
seems to emphasize the old-world surroundings, and as it emits a 
musical murmur, it seems to be entering its protest against the 
hurry and bustle of this steam-driven age, and its sails standin 
out white against the blue sky, keep time to the chimes of the old 
church. They are quaint old hymn tunes, which the chimes, with 
manv a pause and start and some little confusion, mark the eve- 
ning hours witha]. No brazen-throated bells these, but subdued 
and melodious and in harmony with the quiet of the scene. 

The keelmen, we know them all now, and have learned to sym- 
pathize with themin their hard struggle for existence in these 
days of depression ‘and low freights, are always glad to welcome 
the dainty little boat with her white sails and fluttering burgee 
alongside their great bluff Dutch-built craft, and to make the 
Skipper free of their narrow quarter decks and snug little cabins 
with courteous invitation to take a cup of tea with the “missus.” 
It is pleasant thus to while away an hour, as in the quaint incisive 
West Yorkshire dialect, they tell us of the dangers and tribula- 
tions of up-river navigation, and of the good old days before rail- 
ways had played such have with their trade. 

Yhat had been intended for a few days stay at Paull had de- 
-veloped into one of weeks. A really fine summer tempted its pro- 
longation, and it was a happy day when my old mate, the compan- 
ion of many a jolly cruise, emancipated from hospital work in 
London, burst in upon us full of enthusiasm and longing for the 
sea. 

Now the Mate is possessed of that wonderful gift of instantly 
taking first place in public estimation and it was but a short time 
before he was quite au fait in Paull life. With the women he was 
first favorite, the children adored him and he managed—what the 
Skipper never could achieve—to become intimate y acquainted 
with all the complicated family ramifications of Paull society, for 
—— everybody seems to be cousins or aunts or uncles to each 
other. 

All too quickly the summer passed away and many a jolly cruise 
we had and many a pleasant evening sail, often joined for a day 
or two by the members of the H.Y.C. with their boats when <cratch 
races would be organized and carried out under the criticising eye 
of the fishermen on the jetty. 

When a Paull fisherman is not actually engaged in fishing opera- 
tions he congregates with others of the craft on the jetty and 
gazes solemnly riverward or else sit in rows on the banks of the 
creek and criticises the boats. There is no record of a Paull fisher- 
man deliberately taking a country walk. 

There were occasions when our fair friends from Hull would shed 
the light of their presence upon usand then the Baronet, our 
host’s shrimper, would be requisitioned, and all traces of her daily 
occupation being done away with, made a first-class yacht. These 
pleasant days finished up with the proverbial tea and shrimps, 
and even (if our friend L., our musical fisherman, could be found 
to play us a waltz on the accordeon) with an impromptu dance in 
the kitchen. . 

It was pleasant too, when after a long evening sail, and when 
the canoe had been moored in the creek among the shrimpers 
lying peacefully at rest, to walk up to the village through the 
ripening corn fields, and to join the circle in the kitchen where 
the talk was mostly of fishing and fishing boats, and likewise of 

achis. (What an oracle the Mate was on these occasions! He 
an impressive way of ea the law on things which he 
unders as well as those he did not.) We are very scientific in 
Paull, and set great store on good lines and fine models. Our 
host is the owner of one of the crack shrimpers, ane had carried 
off two prizes during the season, for we have our regatta too at 
Paull, and no one need wish to see finer sailing than we saw dis- 
played as the Baronet and the other oiuaere were skilfully sailed 
round a difficult triangular course. It was marvellous to see 
one man manage an cig ht ton cutter, set and take in spinnakers, 
and manage successfully to sail his craft to victory amid the 
changes and chances of a hard-fought race. On these occasions 
at the courteous invitation of the “influential committee” (see 
programme) we accompanied them round the course in one of 
the largest shrimpers to see fair play. y q 
But all things must end, and summer alas is no exception to 


the rule. The cornfields which we had watched change from 
green to gold were now bared of their crops and the harvest 
i in rendered canoe- 


gathered in, and the evenings rapidly ones I 
impossible, and one Saturday witnessed the closing scene. 
or the last time, a fine fleet under the flag of the H. Y. C. casts 
anchor in Paull Bay after a lively beat through a typical Humber 


var homely quarters were the scene of a good spread, in the ; 
preparation ot which our excellent hostess and Aunt Polly had 
surpassed themselves. 

The Skipper presided, supported on the one hand by our Notting- 
ham friend, representing the T. V. 8S. C., and who thus fulfilled a 
pledge entered on when we last sailed in company, and on the 
— the “Mayor of Paull.” You seek the title vainly in 
any published lists of mayors, but thus we designated one of our 
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No amount | oldest and most respected inhabitants. The Mate occupied the 


vice chair, supported by our two yacht captains, brave in blue 
coats and old button and = and down were scattered various 
Paull fishermen in their Sunday best, and members of the H. Y. O, 
in their white flannels. 

There was the member who, meet him where 
crowded streets or country lane, then and there produces for your 
approval, a for his next boat, which, like all “‘next boa isto 
be perfection. Then there was the member, who, under s milar 
circumstances, as eayarediy penrece from his pockets, a half 
model of his next boat. Both had now got sympathizing listeners, 
for the Paull fishermen can talk boats until further orders. 

Then there was our legal member, who had just let his boat be 
run into and sunk by a steamer in order to establish his view of 
the road at sea, and with a claim on the steamer for damage, and 
a claim on himself for salvage, was quite in his element. A 
sgvtnkng of Paull residents and friends from Hull completed the 
party, which was fully permeated with that mutual sympathy 
which is a bond of union between all who “go down to the sea in 


ships.” 

With the advent of the punch bow] began the eloquence, and it 
was with feelings of sadness that the Captain bid all welcome, 
knowing that this in some sorts was the celebration of the obse- 
quies of another boating season shortly to be laid at rest with the 
golden memories of so many others. Speeches_of varied length 
and merit followed. Needless to state that the Mate was happy 
in speaking for the ladies. He had doubtless not forgotten our 
little yachting trips. Then we had aspeech from our principal 
resident bristling with statistics as to the progress of Paull and 
predicting a glorious future, and we were informed that building 
operations had attained a magnitude surpassing anything within 
the memory of the oldest inhabitant, for were not four new 
houses actually being built at once! True, they were to replace 
those which had fallen into dilapidation. Then our Nottingham 
visitor expressed himself in a neat and ap propriate speech, bring- 
ing the greetings of the silver reaches of the Trent to the brown 
stretches of the Humber. Our worthy host of the Royal Oak 
alone failed us, obstinately declining to get on his legs or utter a 
sentiment of any kind, and in spite of loud calls continued to puff 
his long clay with exasperating complacency. 

From eloquence to harmony, and some excellent sea songs were 
iven, not by the seafarers present. Sea songs are somewhat of a 
raud. Our experience is that sailors,so far from indulging in 

chronic melody of the rollicking “yeo-heave-yo” type, are given to 
singing extremely lugubrious songs, dilating at interminable 
length on some specially dismal subject. 

And 80, with this little flicker, the season of 1886 died a natural 
death, and with it were buried many a pleasant memory, not the 
least pleasant being those in which the fresh breezes and the 
kindly fishermen of Paull play so conspicuous a part. 

All the Humber boats are laid up new. The old gir has re- 
turned to Hornsea Mere, where, with the Cassy and a few others, 
she enjoys an hour or two’s sail on some rare, fine Saturday after- 
noon. The winter will proably see several new boats built by 
Akester of Hornsea, and should the Hornsea Mere Company con- 
tinue its operations, a considerable impetus will doubtless be 
given to canoe sailing. 

The only cruise of any importance was made by Mr. Holmes on 
the Norfolk Broads, while the Upper Trent and Witham were 
visited by the Spray and the Bluebottle. 

Mr. Hamilton’s new canoe has stood the test of the season, and 
is a decided success, and Mr. Jacobs’s new boat, though appearing 
ing late on in the season, has won golden opinions. CGIR. 

KINGSTON UPON HULL, England, Dec. 1, 1886. 
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THE RACE PROGRAMME FOR 1887.—We have received as 
we go to press a proposed programme for the races at the next 
meet, to be submitted to members of the A. C. A. for their sug- 
gestions and criticism befure being finally adopted. 





THe TRAVELERS has paid on accident policies alone over $1,700 
a day for every working day of its existence.—Adv. 


Pachting. 


Address all communications to the Forest and Stream Pub. Co. 











CRUISE OF THE COOT. 
Xxx. 


PON putting my head out of the cabin at 5 A. M., the wind was 
found blowing moderately from N. E., with the sky overcast 
anda heavy bank of threatening clouds rising slowly from the 
sea. The idea of rounding the Long Shoal was not very inviting 
for a storm was brewing. But having passed ten days in Stumpy 
Point Bay, I was impatient and reckless in proportion. The oun 
if gale it was to be, would strike in at least from a favorable quar- 
ter, enabling me to run before it and round up to westward of the 
shoal for smcoth water. Aftera hasty breakfast, the mainsail 
was got on a stretch and with some misgiving the boat cleared out 
of the harbor. It was not yet blowing hard enough to call for a 
reef, and being anxious to make all speed possible the precaution 
of snugging down was omitted. The Long Shoal makes out six 
miles from the mainland, but has 6ft. of water half way out to the 
screw spile lighthouse, which marks the tail end of the danger. In 
heavy weather the sea breaks clear out and runs with oo velo- 
cit ing often steep enough to “pitch pole” a small boat, or to 
pent over if allowed to broach to. With boom well off to star- 
board the Coot followed the coast down, the wind and sea steadily 
increasing, a fact which remains almost unobserved when slippin 
down wind until the time for reefing is past due. Three miles ha 
been made, when suddenly the sky to the southward lightened up. 
The gray mists and smoke broke away anda lurid red, like the 
glare of a distant fire, overspread the vault above. In contrast to 
this the inky blackness of the ugly bank to the northward was 
forcibly revealed. When clear of the lee made by Stumpy Point. 
the wind came down in earnest. The black nimbus clouds climbe 
into the heavens and expanded into great size overhead with ap- 
palling rapidity. With them came tearing blasts and a cold, cut- 
ting rain astern,everything was shut out in darkness and the 
blinding sheets of a terrific downpour. From Croatan Sound the 
gale drove the water before it in savage-looking billows, from 
which it whipped the scud and sent it flying ahead. To turn the 
Coot for a beat back to Stumpy Point was at once out of question. 
The gale had broken upon us with so little warning and such fury 
that the little light-draft craft could not have been kept at it, but 
would have jumped off into the trough and been overpowered 
by tons of boarding water. Torun her was the only alternative, 
but even that would have steered her into the long lines of foam- 
ing breakers which were already piling in on the sands in the ut- 
most confusion. The sea was rising fast and canvas had to be got 
off at once or it would go out of the bolt ropes. Watching a lull, 
the Coot was turned head up as high as she could be made to look 
for a moment or two. I jammed the tiller hard a-lee, but this was 
of no avail, for the yacht soon lost her way, and being of light dis- 
lacement, fell off and gathered sternboard. All this required a 
ittle time. Meanwhile, she plunged and rolled so viciously that I 
expected the spar would ‘a out of the boat. Fortunately 
it was a fine stick and 7in. diameter. Barrels of water broke 
ahoard all round. First the craft dove head into it as though 
bound direct for the bottom, then clearing herself with difficulty, 
she would tumble to windward and pick up six inches in her gang- 
way, and after lifting to the hollow face of the next roller, she 
would be slid along and scoop up another dose on the leeward roll. 
The sea was overwhelming the boat with superimposed weight, 
for the cabin house and cockpit coaming provented enick esca 
to the load. The water began slopping over into the cockpit, 
buckets full at every gyration. The m dove at every plunge, 
flew into the air when released and took charge of things gener- 
aay. The sail slatted and made a racket like a volley of pistols. 
Things were going rapidly from bad to worse, but I had crawled 
forward and by dint of extraordinary acrobatics held on for dear 
life, casting off the halliards and rousing down the luff half wa 
during the instant of poise between each plunge. The boat h 
by this time fallen off into the trough. She gave one terrible roll 
to leeward, burying nearly up to the king plank. For a moment 
she hung as if on her beam ends. The sea rushed into the cockpit 
like a miniature waterfall. I thought she was gone. But the 
wave which had wrought the Gamage passed from under, and the 
Coot fell to windward with a dull lurch, which announced her 
half swamped condition. She steadied for the next sea or two as 
though e usted with her wild antics. I worked my way aft, 
hastily, broke out a stop from the stern locker, got in the sheet, 
and rousing the slack sail on the boom, tied down the leech, leav- 
ing the bunt of the canvas hanging below the boom like a ham- 
muck. At the same time shoved the tiller hard up with cne foot, 
and had the satisfaction to notice a welcome sea cuff the boat’s 
head off, bringing the wind nearly quartering. The cat gathered 
steerage as I paid out sheet, and was once more scudding before 
the gale. Keeping the helm a-weather with my back, some of the 
water taken in was baled out at intervals, 
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Well nigh used » Thad to stop for breath and put the boat on 
her right course. he had driven near the breakers, but by keep- 
ing her upa little would pass beyond when she could sent 
across the shoal and into smoother water.’ The gale was howling 
its worst and green mountains of wild water were heaping up 
higher and higher. To make certain of a safe crossing the yacht 
had to be sailed well out to the lighthouse, for it was no longer 
possible to distinguish the tail of the shoal, the water being a mass 
of soap suds and curling over in boiling foam all round the hori- 
zon, The rain had ceased, but the drift was spinning so ey 
that no difference could be felt. ry. teeth were chattering with 
the cold and slop after slop found its way down about the neck 
into the innermost recesses of my clothing. The little Coot was 
laboring and wallowing along more dead than alive. The water 
broke clear over her cabin house and poured out in streams at the 
sides and over the counter. She was practically submerged and 
seldom shook herself clear. The skiff towing astern had butted 
her nose to poe and filled several times. By steering with my 
body I had hauled her up to the quarter and canted her with the 
painter enough to spill most of the contents. As we approached 
the shoal the sea grew very bad and I had my doubts about getting 
over without being pooped and sunk. I was deliberating upon an 
improvised sea anchor, by which the boat could be e over the 
shoal, stern first, without any canvas. It seemed to be the last 
resort. Just then the skiff capsized. I righted her once, but she 
turned bottom up again and tacked across the Coot’s wake, fetch- 
ing up with a fearful tug on the double painter. Something had to 
go, and that seon. Save the skiff or save myself seemed to be the 
question, There came another awful jerk and another. The 
third was too much. The painter parted. Sodid the skiff. The 
upper strake of the yacht’s counter was likewise torn from the 
hood-ends and opened a gap of half an inch across the ends of the 
deck planking, through which the water freely trickled down be- 
low. I cast one longing glance at the departing skiff and “heaved 
asigh of sorrow.” For six months she had been my constant 
compaion and to shift without such a useful adjunct seemed im- 
possible. She could not be replaced in the South for want of ma- 
terials and mechanics. To turn the Coot up in such weather 
would have been madness. Besides I could not. We had already 
hauled up into shoal water and with great risk jibed over to port. 
A mass of cross sea struck the Coot’s flaring bow, as she fell nose 
first into a hollow, carromed up and flew slap into the sail with a 
dull thud. [ looked up with disgust. The blow burst the sail in 
three places. The gale took hold and ripped up the canvas in long 
gashes. Nothing now remained but to sink the Coot outright, but 
we had luckily forestalled the furious elements, being 7 this time 
able to haul up for the lee of the shoal. Once across the spit the 
sea smoothed in a few moments, and with the exception of a fur- 
ther dusting, the Coot lugged her ragged canvas into the beach 
where anchor was let go after a very narrow squeak for the yacht 
and her crew. Never before did a weather shore seem to smile 
such a generous welcome as the gravelly sands stretching east 
from Long Shoal Point. Danced a jig, lita pipe, started the cof- 
fee and stood out in the breeze to dry, the recipient of numerous 
congratulations from myself to myself, supplemented with a feel- 
ing of relief, afforded by the prevailing quiet after the rude cuffing 
from the tempest and the uncongenial mental strain brought about 
by figuring on probabilitics of your own funeral. 

Two hours later affairs wore a brighter look. The forbiddin 
clouds had passed away and the horizon had partially cleared. 
The gale had_materially subsided and was no more than a close 
reef breeze. I had dried in the wind, enjoyed lunch and a rest, 
after which the third reef was snugged down in good shape and 
the sail stitched up temporarily. The next thing was to seek a 
harbor where permanent repairs could be effected. Far Creek, 
the nearest settlement, was twelve miles away, and Middleton 
about sixteen. I had been told that the Coot could not get up 
Middle River to the latter town, and the chart_showed only Ift. of 
water. So the boat was got under way for Far Creek, but over- 
stood and brought up in more misery to complete the adventures 
of the day. Smooth water and plenty of wind bowled us to the 
westward until abreast of Long Shoal Point and the bay of the 
same name. A sand spit makes out half way across the mouth 
and another runs out to sea from the opposite cape, with most 
water close in shore. The Coot was hauled up round Long Shoal 
Point, picking her way by aid of a sounding pole. The lead, I 
should say, had long ago been abandoned as impracticable in shoal 
water, a light pole being handier and more certain, and in univer- 
sal use among the native boatmen. Crossing the bay, the inshore 
“slew” was found, and with a few inches under her keel, the Coot 
got outinto deep water again. The sea was still running high and 
the atmosphere so hazy that little could be made out ahead. The 
shore looked like an unbroken wall of high trees, and no gap into 
Far Creek could be discerned. The yacht followed the gradual 
curvature of the forest growth round to the southward, when sud- 
denly a low black line of marshy soil lifted into view, floating, 
apparently, several feet above the sea level owing toa strange 
mirage. From my low position in the cockpit nothing likea break 
in the swamp could be seen, and I kept on in the expectation of 
opening Far Creek at any moment. One tall surveyor’s beacon 
was passed and a second appeared ahead as if rising straight from 
the water. These beacons are big tripods stiffened with a few 
cross braces, and, as I found out later, were intended to warn 
approaching vessels of the proximity of a low marsh with outlying 
sand shoais. From a distance they appear to rise out of the sea, 
for only upon close approach do the marshy points upon which 
they stand lift into view. The second tripod evidently marked a 
sharp turn to the westward in the coast line, which I took to be the 
entrance to Far Creek and boldly steered for the point. When a 
hundred; yards off a long line of breakers burst upon my view. 
This was ominous, but knowing that the water shoaled rapidly 
from 18ft. to 4ft. at the entrance to Far Creek, supposed the 
breakers were produced by the high sea tumbling in upon the flat, 
and gave them no great concern. Upon closing in on them, how- 
ever, the line of foaming crests was seen to make out a lon: 
way off to sea. Then it suddenly dawned upon me that ¥ 
had overshot the mouth of Far Creek and was facing the 
breakers of Gibb’s Shoal. I wished to come round and beat 
back up the marsh to the first tri , Which I now understood to 
be on the sourthern extremity of Far Creek harbor. But the sea 
was very high and the wind coming down in hard puffs. The Coot 
was not the boat to make anything good to windward under such 
a crucial test, and rather than drive broadside on Gibb’s Shoal im 
a futile effort to beat back, I resolved to take my chances upon 
getting over the shoal in safety. The boat was pointed for a 2éft. 
slew close in to the tripod with the expectation that the sea would 
lift her over if she did not stick too fast. In that event—but_let 
us wait until it happens. Perhaps it won’t. It did not. The 
breakers took the Coot by the haunches and lifted her over, with 
a little wild yawing, into almost smooth water beyond. The 
sounding pole gave 3ft., then within a boat’s length S8ft., from 
which I knew the harbor to be Middleton Roads. At the worst I 
could ride out the night right there, as Gibb’s Shoal was a break- 
water from the east, and if the wind should haul into the south- 
ward it would be an easy matter to drift back across the shoal and 
make for Far Creek. There was still an hour 7 the sun, and a 
better harbor could be sought. The yacht was skirted round the 
semi-circular bight on a hunt for Middle River. That creek was 
discovered and the boat headed under bare poles to save ground- 
ing toohard. Right inthe mouth she commenced to bump, and 
with visions of only 1ft. further up, she was speedly brought to an 
anchor in a very poor berth. For this there was no help, as 
Yesocking or Wyesocking Bay to the southward was beycnd reach 
before dark. At every little sea the Coot would come down on her 
keel§with a vigorous protest against such a shabby retreat for the 
night. The spare anchor and all the after pig ballast was carried 
forward on deck. Then followed the 5-gallon water breaker, spare 
gear and heavy stores. This brought her down by the nose to an 
even trim, and_with the rudder triced up to the boom the boat 
about floated. In this detestable plight I drew comfort from Seal 
of North Carolina, plug cut, and scanned the ——t country 
through the glasses. From marshes near the mouth the land rose 
dry half a mile up, and above some low bushes, growing in clumps, 
appeared a number of shingle roofs and the gaunt arms of sundry 
windmills. A sociably inclined calf meandered down to gaze upon 
the Coot and break the stillness of the eve with an occasional 
bleat. The foolish shape in which the boat was riding to her gear 
made me feel a touch of kin with the placid young animal. ow 
the night passed, whether the Coot bumped the bottom or not, 
cannot be recorded, for I slept like a log after the toil and excite- 


ment of the long day. 

The sun was streaming in at the cabin windows, all nature had 
been awake for hours, dogs barked in the town, the meadows were 
alive with stock of various kinds, the windmills had set sail and 
were revolving at a tireless rate, and two lumbering canoes were 
drifting down the creek in a light air, when I turned out to take a 
look round and pull in the cable to ascertain whether the Coot 
was still afloat. ° lade 

When the canoes hove in sight round a bend there was a sudden 
commotion. Sails came in and poles were manned, by means of 
which the lumbering craft were soon within hail. ‘Where are 
you from?” ‘When did = getin?” “Right in the shoalest spot 
of the river.” Just my luck. “Three foot of water everywhere 
else.” “You’re on the lumps, as we call them.” “Schooner 

unded her bottom out right there not long ago.” ‘Pilot you up? 

ll right.” ‘First-rate blacksmith in the town.” “Come up and 
bave a good time.” “Where’s your jib?” “New York! at, 





in this thing: ”" “Wouldn't like to ere out of the creek in the 
likes of her.” And soit wenton. Explanationsand wonderment, 
till one canoe was towed off by the other, while one of the men 
remained on board to pilot me up to the bridge of Middleton town 
“to have a good time.” Things were got in shape rapidly and the 
native took the stick. When the old Coot got way on and slip 
along in_ the light air, the sons pilot was considerably taken 
aback. He found her so handy and smart in comparison with the 
tubs of the town that he became quite enthusiastic and fooled 
round, first trying one thing, then another, till I feared we would 
_- again. “Plenty of water here, I suppose?” ‘Yes, indeed, 
our foot till you get up to the bridge.”” The words were hardly out 
of his mouth when the Coot slowed down, stirred up black mud, 
and came to astand. “Got a little too close to the point,” com- 
placently remarked the pilot. So we did, for youcould reach the 
reeds on the slimy bank. With the oar I started forward to shove 
off, and had just found a spot hard enough for a brace when the 
estimable pilot jibed the boom over slam bang and hit me in the 
small of the back, incidentally also knocking me into the choco- 
late-hued fluid of the creek, where I fetched up knee deep in mud 
as soft as mustard, and spluttered and gasped for breath, for the 
water was fearfully cold. The situation was comical enough—for 
the Pe. He roared with laughter. ‘Forgot all about this funny 
kind of rig. Didn’t think the mast was so far forward.” That 
was all the satisfaction he vouchsafed as I clambered in over the 
side, minus shoes and hatless, and looking as though dipped into 
brown paint from the waist down. We got afloat after a while and 
reached the bridge, upon which the town had assembled to wel- 
come the curious stranger in the curious beat. No doubt I satis- 
fied their liveliest expectations, with limp and muddy clothing 
sloppy ae and chattering teeth. But the pilot soon explaine 
the catastrophe to the worthy burghers of Middleton, whereat 
they all expressed their sympathy and formed a procession to 
escort me to “Jim’s fire, a few doors up.” Jim turned out to 
the very village blacksmith I wasin seach of. His fire was wel- 
come, and while drying my clothes explained to him about two 
— knees with which to bring the counter back toits proper posi- 
ion. 

Jim was a colored citizen of pure strain, but a smart and intelli- 
gent disciple of Tubal Cain. He went aboard the Coot, put his 

nger alongside of his nose and came back to work. The iron 
knees were speedily wrought out of old scrap and coach bolts 
found to suit. The knees were screwed down to the deck and the 
counter hove in by the coach bolts. Before noon the repairs had 
been effected in a subtantial way, Jim had 75 cents, his wife had 
my washing, and I had an invitation to a buggy ride “round the 
square,” which was to give me an insight into the agricultural 
wealth of Hyde county. In charge of one of Middleton’s nabobs, 
we spun over miles of excellent country road during the after- 
noon, and brought up at various great farms which are locally 
known as ———. Prosperity and wealth could be traced on 
all sides. The fields were truly Western in their extent, fenced in 
and under thorough cultivation. The soil was, in the main, a rich 
black vegetable mould of great depth and apparently inexhaust- 
ible strength. I was told that fine cropsof corn had been raised 
for twenty years in succession off thesame ground without artifi- 
cial fertilizers being cailed in. Cotton and rice were also staples 
but of late varied farm produce and market trucking had received 
more attention, while hogs and cattle throve in a wondrous way, 
particularly the hogs. Not the lean, long-legged mountain 

‘choate,” with their eyes near the center of gravity of hull, fam- 
iliar to the foothill counties of the Blue Ridge, but Westchester 
breeds of respectable pedigree and tremendous displacement. My 
companion urged his trotting mare at a great pace, pointing out 
the local celebrities as we whisked along, till Mattamuskeet Lake 
hove in sight. Across this big fresh-water pond lies the count 
s2at, Fairfield, said to be a veritable — spot of verdure, wit 
a great stand of corn and prolific in all that enriches the fortunate 
proprietors of the soil and mounts individual wealth in some cases 
up to a cool hundred thousand. The only drawback to Hyde 
county is the want of a railroad, but being isolated on a peninsula 
there is no through traffic or terminus for an iron road; hence 
transportation remains as it was a_century ago, and limits the 
possible output of the region. The State of North Carolina once 
came to the aid of the county, and sent down a gang. of convicts to 
4 a canal from Wyesocking Bay into the lake. But the canal 
filled up so quickly with the drainage of the adjacent plantations 
that it has shoaled in places to a few inches and is now closed to 
all but canoe traffic. Along the shores oyster culture has been 
started. The storekeepers, not having heard of the shiftless soph- 
isms of modern socialists, still believe in grasping all the “un- 
earned increments” which they can steer into their pockets, and 
after planting seed oysters wherever the nature of the bottom per- 
mits, attend to their regular business while the young oysters set 
to work to fattenand multiply, their increased market value going 
to the profit account of the thrifty investors, despite the fact that 
the oyster does the work while his owner looks on. This industry is 
still in the stages of experiment, and want of experience will 
cause loss to some individuals; but there is no doubta great future 
for the oyster in Southern waters. The success of the beds means 
the introduction of canneries and employment of idle farm hands 
between crops. X . 

The Coot remained tied up to the bridge the next day, which I 

ut in sewing up the gashes in the mainsail and reeving off new 

acings. The population of Middleton massed itself on the bridge 
and had a free show. The news of the arrival of a yacht all the 
way from New York had spread like wildfire, and many estimable 
yokels with their families drove into town to attend the circus. 
The oil stove and a small Waterbury clock took their fancy. I 
think a nautical re loaded with a stock of similar articles 
could drive a trade at a 100 per cent., cruising from place to place 
on these Southern sounds after the fishermen have lined their 
pockets with the proceeds of the spring catch, or the farmers have 
marketed their crops in fall. If he happens to be something of a 
photographer or a medicus in addition he will speedily win his 
way into the good graces and pockets of the inhabitants. 

After buying some canned goods from the stores at exorbitant 
prices, and a delicious ham cured by a farmer for private con- 
sumption, the Coot cleared out of Middle River and beat down the 
coast to Wyesocking, across that bay and by Hog Island round 
into East Bluff Bay for an anchorage. This was found in a creek 
at the head of the harbor, where the hook was let go in 4ft. soft 
bottom. The bay is the last place usually made by small craft 
bound south for Core Sound and Beaufort, but I preferred skirt- 
ing the shore, sailing up Neuse River and trying the 5-mile canal 
into Newport River, his would give a better chance to view the 
country, and beating across Pamlico against the prevailing 
southerly winds and sea was not exactly the Coot’s forte. 

A new icehouse had been erected in East Bluff, and a most ex- 
cellent landmark it makes when ceeneny A for the Bluff coming 
north across the sound, asI found out on the return voyage. Long 
before anything like a harbor can be discerned in the unbroken 
wall of trees the house can be seen over the marshes, standing out 
in relief against the sombre background as a splendid mark of 
identification. Two fishermen were busy preparing the house for 
the reception of a load of ice anxiously awaited by schooner from 
New Berne. When the Coot rounded to they felt justified in quit- 
ting and coming off to investigate such a queer apparition. Having 
got the good fellows in the proper frame of mind by an offer of that 
never-failing attraction, Seal of North Carolina—they refused 
rum out right—they were interviewed with the following suc- 


cess. 
There is no shad fishing abcut the Bluff, as the water is too fresh, 
and few herring are caught, because the water is not fresh enough. 
The herring keep on up the rivers. Pound nets are set in about 
10ft. of water and the “leaders” run into the shore. The season 
lasts from June to the time when first ice makes. This year the 
catch had been unusually good. One pound net will supply ten 
boxes of fish per week. Once as high as three boxes were caught 
inasingle day. Boxes are d6in. long, cost 26 cents and are nailed 
= on the ground, the material being got out to shape at mills 
which make it a business. A great variety of fish are taken in the 
nets. Gray and speckled sea trout, sheepshead. porgies, 500 to 600 
mackerela cay, drumfish, croakers, 300 to 400 sea catfish, spots, like= 
wise turtles; 700 mackerel in one day broke the record this season. 
Mullet are taken in haul nets, but will not find their ~— into the 
pounds. All the catch is kept in artificial inclosures, called ponds, 
awaiting shipment, excepting the mackerel. The latter die in 
ponds and have to be handled and expedited at once. Fish and 
pulverized ice are packed in layers in the boxes, sent by schooner 
to Elizabeth City, and thence by rail to market. An icehouse is 
built with double walls, i3in. oper the — being filled in with 
sawdust and the floor covered 2ft. deep. A house 18ft. square will 
hold 30 tons with very little loss during summer. My informants 
composed a regular business firm and expected to clear a thous- 
and dollars. They said there was a great dealof money in the 
ound fisheries with a little capital and steady thrift. It is the 
atter which is lacking along in the sounds. The “shadders,” for 
example, pursue the run from about Feb. 10 to — land they 
lay on their oars the rest of the year instead of following up their 
seine catch of spring with the pont net all summer, as a North- 
ern man with an ere to getting aheadin the world would cer- 
tainly do. Some of the city men from New Berne and Washing- 
ton, however, who have saved their earnings instead of spendin 
them for gin, are coating Sorwere with the funds, while the expe 
fishermen put in their labor and knowledge as an offset. The two 
pull together and make a good thing out of it, while the socialists 


is much the same thing. 
indentations form a series of harbors offering refuge to coastin, 
craft. Back of the marshes there is a belt of wooded land which 


sound is rather uneven 
2ft., where sand spits and lumps have formed. Withachart there 


is no difficulty in clearing these hidden 


in the North are trying to force a free dividend out of the industry 


and foresight of the successful portion of the come. 
From the Bluff round to the mouth of Pamlico River shore 
Outlying “mashes” with many arms and 


hides the agricultural vagion of the interior. The bottom of the 
nshore, with sudden shoaling from 15 to 


ers, but without one a 


be apt to come to grief unless he gives the land a 


stranger would 
advancing and the Coot met only 


fair berth. The season was 


moderate winds while she coasted round, crossed Pamlico and got 


over Brant Island shoal through an inshore slew with 246ft. of 
water, the rest of the long tongue having less than 2ft. clear out to 
the Brant Light, fifteen miles off shore. The slew is half way 


between Terrapin Island and the mainland. I found just enoug! 


depth to get over after bumping several times. When the wind is 
from the N.W., even the light draft Coot would have been com- 
pelled to round the Brant screwpile light. The only incident worth 
recording was the neat way in which the Coot took a dying air into 
Jones River and got her sail stowed at the moment that a furious 
thunderstorm burst and changed the peaceable scene to one of 
boisterous turmoil with a fearful downpour. In spring Pamlico 
Sound is noted for its thunderstorms and squalls. They threaten 
all day and break in the afternoon with a violence that bodes evil 
to any small craft caught out, asthe sea makes up in an instant. 
Black and forbidding ‘“‘thunderheads” hang around the horizon in 
the morning, and later in the day rise and overspread the heavens 
with incredible rapidity. They gather from all quarters and until 
the squall breaks a cannot forete]l its direction. My plan was 
to lower away and await the onslaught, tying down a close reef in 
the meantime and scud for shelter. The regular wind always dies 
away before the advent of the squall, which leaves you at its 
mercy. 

On a fine morning with a stiff breeze from S. W., the Coot began 
the beat up Neuse River, and after a fine day’s work, anchored he- 
hind a small marshy island near the mouth of Clubfoot Creek. 
There is shoal water about the island and it required some careful 
navigation to get into shelter without grounding. The usual 
squall was in sight and came down with a vengeance, but from a 
safe anchorage squalls become objects of interest instead of terror. 
Wherever I put in from ae Point to Clubfoot, the constant 
whistling of Bob Whites was heard, from which it may be con- 
cluded that quail are plentiful. Neuse River is quite peneretnse 
and a noble sheet of water. The banks are bold and rclling, partly 
wooded and partly cultivated. Sawmills are located on all the 
tributary creeks and the local world lives and moves largely in 
small craft of all sorts. The thriving and busy city of New Berne, 
forty milesfrom the mouth, sends down three-masted schooners 
bound to sea through Hatteras Inlet, and local steamers ply to 
other towns on the sounds and to Nortolk. Flat bottom specimens 
of naval architecture stood back and forth in shoal water travel- 
ing for terrapin. Two of them caught sight of the Coot and drew 

ibs for a turn to windward with the cat, but they were hopelessly 

eaten at that game, and ran back to their’ hunting grounds. 

‘The following day the yacht was turned up Clubfoot Creek, a 
nice little river with the banks well settled and hosts of naked 
little Africans frolicking about in the water. Five miles up the 
creek narrows and shoals to ft. I had been told in Norfolk that 
5ft. could be carried through the so-called New Berne and Beau- 
fort Canal, but found that waterway in a state of neglect and 
ruin. It took 3 days to pass through this 6-mile ditch. The Coot 
oe a dozen times, and after an endless amount of labor, 

epositing ballast and stores upon the soft muddy banks, using a 
fence rail for bridge, the boat was got through, only to land her- 
self on the intricate maze of flats and oyster reefs at the junction 
with Newport Rivor. In the canal I had to wait fora certain 
state of the tide and a northwest wind to back up the water, other- 
wise it would have been impossible to pass through at all. Two 
other boats kept me company and were in like trouble, s0 we 
formed a little colony of castaways, helping one another in turn 
and making the most of the ludicrous side of the situation. The 
canal leads into a despicable little tortuous stream through 3 
miles of meadows, but with 6ft. of water, sprinkled with an assort- 
ments of stumps, on which you fetch up without rt Here 
you meet the ocean tides from Beaufort Inlet, which had_the 
advantage that as often as the Coot grounded, she would be helped 
off sooner or later. After 5 days of unromantic hardship, salt 
water was encountered once more, and picking up a genius who 
was at the same time town barber, photographer, chemist and 

hhilosopher, the Coot was piloted into a berth among the many 
islands and oyster reefs back of the good city of Beaufort. 

With the drop of the hook, the cruise of the Coot southward had 
come to an end. 

_ The return voyage and-plans of the Coot will finish up_this_lo 
in another chapter. OPK. 





PRISCILLA FOR SALE.—The attention of all racing yachts- 
men just now is directed to the Clyde and a good many would like 
to find a convenient knothole in the high board fence behind which, 
it is reported, Mr. Watson will have the Thistle’s keel laid. The 
prospects are fora boat but little over the second class limit, 70ft. 
and the interest for next season any ee to center in this size 
rather than in the large yachts. This being the case it will be no 
surprise to know that Com. Canfield has decided to sell the Pris- 
cilla, or that_he has now ready two models, one of a smaller yacht 
and both of his own design. Priscilla’s record for the last two 
seasons puts her no better than third on the list, but opinions still 
differ as to her rating compared with the Boston boats, and many 
still believe that she is capable of a greater speed than she has 
yet developed, and that the best has by no means been reached. 
Just now it is little likely that any one will buy a boat of this size 
for aracer, but Priscilla has a value in another way, as she was built 
with the idea of a conversion to other uses, and could be turned 
into a schooner at a comparatively small expense, while in build 
and accommodations she surpasses anything of her class. The 
hull being entirely of iron the internal space is much greater than 
in a wooden boat, while she possesses an immunity trom leakage 
which the former cannot claim. Her build and equipment are 
such as to give her a value independent of her place on the record, 
but it is to be hoped that she will fall into hands that will keep 
her in the front and will succeed in realizing the brilliant prom- 
ises of speed which she has given on several occasions. 


THE NEW YACHTS.—No news as to the dimensions of the 
Thistle have yet been received in Ameri’a, but rumoris still active 
with new boats. Mr. Burgess has a model ready, made from his 
design by Mr. Geo. Lawley; and Com. Canfield has a handsome de- 
sign of his own now in the wood, but nothing has been done yet 
toward building. No further particulars are known concernin 
Thistle except that D. & W. Henderson, of Glasgow, will buil 
her. According to the daily papers Mr. Burgess has received a 
letter in yA to his telegram asking for the waterline length, in 
which Mr. Watson offers to give the latter only on condition that 
Mr. Burgess agrees to build a yacht of that length and no other, 
which condition the latter declines to accept. 


BOSTON NOTES.—Lawley & Son have planked up Mr. J. B. 
Meer’s sloop and have nearly finished Mr. Whitney's steam launch. 
ney wit now begin another launch 55ft. over all, 48ft. L. W. L., 
for Mr. Edward Mowry, of Boston. The catboat for Mr. Chas. 
Welch is now partly planked. The cutter Pilgrim has been sold to 
New York yachtsmen._ At East Boston, Mr. Martin is at work on 
asmall cutter, while Mr. Burgess has designed a small sloop for 
Mr. E. E. Cunningham. At Monument Beach Hanley is building 
a 26ft. catboat, and Dunn has a 23ft. cat in hand with orders for 
two 22ft. boats. Wilson is making new sails for Gitana and will 
fit out Rebecca later on. Violetta, the keel sloop owned by Dr. E. 
B. Hitchcock, of Newton, has been sold to Messrs. Cross, Gill & 


Porter of Boston. 


THE FRENCH YACHT LIST.—Messrs. B. Clerc, of Le Yacht, 
and R. Vuillame have compiled the fifth annual “Liste des Yachts 
Francais, Belges, Eapegne 8s, Italiens, Portugais, etc.,” for 1886-87, 
and it has been published in a neat volume of pocket size. The 
list of French yachts contains the names of over 1,00) yachts, 
of them being above 5 tons, witha ss tonnage of 17,540 tons. 
The matter is very well arranged, and the book should be very 
useful to foreign yachtsmen. A special list of yachts built in 
France since August, 1884, shows a total of 75 vessels, a very cred- 
itable fleet, and promising well for French yachting, as heretofore 
the yachts were mostly of English or even American build. 


A YACHT ON THE LUNDBERG MODEL.—It is reported that 
Senator Leland Stanford, of California, has decided to build 4 
steam yacht after the peculiar model of Capt. Lundberg, which 
we have previously described. Her dimensions are not given, but 
her cost is placed at $600,000. 


THE RADHA LAWSUIT.—The suit of Mr. Seymour against 
Mr. Lorillard for Camages arising from the sale of the Radha was 
continved this week, Mr. Lorillard testifying in his own behalf. 
After much contradictory testimony the jury were instructed t 
bring in a sealed verdict, : 
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Answers ta Lorrespondents. 


pe” No Notice Taken of Anonymous Correspondents. 








Tgn-BORE.—The oil will not injure the gun. 

. M. E.—Will you please inform me through your paper which 
tthe best book on dogs, their food, diseases, etc. Ans. Ashmont’s, 
noted in our book list elsewhere. 

E. M. N., Huntingdon, Tenn.—The several varieties of decoys 
are kept in stock by most of the dealers in sportsmen’s supplies. 
Send to the nearest house advertised in our columns, 

N. L. G., Illinois.—Geese are in season in California from No- 
vember through the winter months. There is good shooting in 
the vicinity of San Diego, as well as in the waters in mere north- 
ern parts of the{State. 

T. J. H.—You may overcome: the gun-shyness of the dog by 
adopting the plan detailed in Hammond’s book “Training vs. 
Breaking.” The method, which has proved successful, consists in 
gradually accustoming the dog to the sound. 


J. 8.—Florida has no law. The laws allow quail shootin 
in Georgia to Apt 1, Alabama and South Carolina to March 1 
Texas h 1, Louisiana April1. You can shoot deerin January 
in the Carolinas, Georgia, Louisiana, Alabama and Arkansas. 


S. H. E.—1. The period of gestation is nine weeks. 2. The rela- 
tionship would probably have nothing to do with number of 
Ips ina litter. 3. Temptation (A.K.R. 1590)_is by Fogg’s Don 
ee outof Alden’s Maud 8. (Pete, Jr. [by champion 
te]—imported Kate). 

SUBSCRIBER, Brooklyn, N. Y.—1. Kindly let me know how and 
what to feed goldfish in aquarium so as to keep them alive. 2. 
Also a receipt for making mocking bird food that will not seur. 
Ans. 1. You can buy the fish wafer at the bird stores, or can feed 
a little cracker or an occasional worm. Be careful not to feed 
more than they eat or it will foul the water. 2. Prepared mocking 
bird food is sold at the bird stores. 


M., Ottawa.—l. Please let me know if any arrangements have to 
be made with the Customs authorities when exporting or import- 
ing dogs between Canada and the United States. There is, I 
believe, no duty, 2. Please also tell me if itis possible to have a 
gun that “dribbles” or “drops” rectified? I have a very fine English 
gun, which, when shooting on the water, drops some of the charge 


before striking the object aimed at. Itstrikes very hard, however, 
and patterns well over 200 at forty paces. Ans. 1. Animals im- 
rted into the United States for breeding purposes are admitted 
ree. You will have to make declaration as to purpose of importa- 
tion; this we presume can be arranged by addressing the Customs 
officer at the port of entry. 2. You can vary charge of powder and 
shot; but no gun will send all the shot uniform distance; a gun, of 
course, shoots the same over water and land. 








PUBLISHERS’ DEPARTMENT. 


OFFIce oF L. W. FERDINAND & Co., Boston, Mass., Dec. 18.— 
Forest and Stream Publishing Company: We are pleased to renew 
our contract with your company for another year, for we consider 
the paper one of the best of advertising mediums. Will send new 
matter for same in a few days.—L. W. FERDINAND & Co. 


THOSE WHO Preach. lecture, declaim or sing, will and do find 
Hale’s Honey of Horehound and Tar the speediest restorative of 
the voice in cases of hoarseness. It cures coughs and sore throats 
rapidly and completely. Sold by all druggists. Pixkn’s ToorH- 
ACHE DROPS cure in one minute.—Adv. 





HUMPHREYS’ 


HOMEOPATHIC VETERINARY SPECIFICS 
For Horses, Cattle, Sheep, 
Dogs, Hogs, Poultry. 


USED BY U. 8. GOVN’T. 


Chart on Rollers, and Book Sent Free. 
cuRES—Fevers, Ponscations, Inflammation, 
A. A.—Spinal Meningitis, Milk Fever. 
B. B.—Strains, Lameness, Rheumatism. 
G. C.—Distemper, Nasal Discharges. 
D. D.—Bots or Grubs, Worms.’ 
E- E.—Coughs, Heaves, Pneumonia. 
: F.—Colic or Gripes, Bellyache. 
G.G.—Miscarriage, Hemorrages. 
H.H.—Urinary and Kidney Diseases. 
I, I.—Eruptive Diseases, Keanee. 
J,K.—Diseases of Digestion. 
Price, Bottle (over 50 doses), -« «+ .75 
Stable Case, with Manual, (500 pages with 
chart) 10 bottles Specifics, bottle of Witch 
Hazel Oil and Medicator, 88.00 
Sent Free on Receipt of Price. 


Humphreys’ Med. Co., 109 Fulton St., N. Y. 


TOBOGG A N S SNOWSHOES, 
Moccasins, SKATES. 
We have the largest stock of Indian Goods in Canada, 
We are headquarters for the Star Toboggan Rarney & 
Berry and all kinds of Ice Skates. Send stamp for 
Illustrated Catalogue and Price List, it gives full details 
about the goods, and how to order them. Discount to 
dealers and for large orders. 


T. W. BOYD & SON, 1641 Notre Dame Street, 


Montreal, Que. 














Cut represents Reel No. 0207. 


COMPENSATING REEL. 


Patented January 17, 1882. 





The following reels are all made under our patent as above. They 
all run on steel pivots; are the freest running, strongest, and in every 
respect the very best black bass reels ever offered. They have been in 
use over three years, and so far not a single reel has given out, 

QUADRUPLE MULTIPLYING. 

Nickel Plated, with Slide Click and Slide Drag. 
WOGiesecccccccccecccee «: 0204c 0206c 0207e 
40 60 80 
DOUBLE MULTIPLYING. 
Nickel Plated with Adjustable Click. 

MU, cc oudivnchud xan 94c 96c 97c 8c 99c 
40 60 80 768 l 88 


EXTRA FINE “IMBRIE.” 
Hard Rubber and German Silver, with Adjustable Click. 


4 3 2 1 
Gi a cs cs taticanccesceceucedas 80 100 150 200 





If your dealer does not keep our goods in stock, or will not order 
them for you, send us 50 cents for our 185 page illustrated catalogue. 


ABBEY & IMBRIE, Manufacturers of Every Description of Fine Fishing Tackle, 


18 Vesey Street (Fourth door from the Astor House), New York. 





USE WINCHESTER CARTRIDGES 


Made by the 


WINCHESTER REPEATING ARMS C0., 


NEW EIAVEN, CONN. 


Manufacturers of Ewery Variety of 


METALLIC AMMUNITION. 


Paper & Brass Shot Shells, Elastic Felt Gun Wads, 


Improved Primers, Reloading Tools, Etc. 
FOR SALE BY ALL DEALERS. 


Bullard Repeating Arms 


Send for 76-page Illustrated Catalogue. 


Co., 


SPRINGFIELD, MASS., U.S. A. 






Calibers .32, 40-150 
“88, 45-190 
«4, 90-800 


Unequalled for Ease ot Operation, Safety, Accuracy, Penetration, 


Magazine Rifle. 


Calibers .40, 75-285 
“45, 85-290 
“ 50, 115-346 


ef Target & Hunting Rifle. 





Has the same lever breeeh block and easy movement of 
mechanism as magazine rifles. 
Calibers .22, .32, .35, .38, .40, .45 and .B0. 


Style, Workmanship and Rapidity of fire. We 


cuarantee eur arms to he as represented and first-class in every partienlar. Send for Cirenlar end Price Liat. 


J. E*. 


WA RSTEFRS, 


51, 53 and 55 Court Street, Brooklyn, N. Y. 
(NEAR CITY HALL.) 


| Beautify the Walls of Your Rooms 


With the three new water color hunting scenes by 
the author of “Tight Shell” and “Double.” 


a 

2 ; A SIDE SHOT (over decoys), _ size 15x20 $2.50 
rices 0 uns un m emen S an mmuni 10n STOPPING AN INCOMER (Mallards), 11x15 1.50 

‘ * | A LOST OPPORTUNITY (Bluebills), 11x14 1.50 

-Killi Barrel Breechloading 12-bore Guns, $3.50. English Doubl. Side Snap Guns with Rubber Butt, Pistol Grip, Rebound- 

ing Lede oa lee ‘$15.00. Colgan 10 and 12 gauge, 40 cts.: . mail 50 cts. Recapar 5 cts.; by mail 10 cts. Three-joint Cleaning 
Rods, complete with case, brush and swab, 40 cts.; by mail 50 cts. Extractors5 cts.; by mail7cts. Cartridge Bags holding 50 shells, 50 cts. ; 
by mail 55 cts.; holding 75 and 100 shells, 50 cts.; by mail 60 cts. Powder Flasks 8 oz , 25 cts.; 3 mail 30 cts. Shot Pouches holding 2} lbs. 


sh : j c ex il 60 cts.. U. M. C. Club Shells. Horsehide Dog Whips 25.cts.; by mail 30 cts. Flat 
tin Snipe Gbsues ai pes die te was $75 tog’ qwhistles with chain 25 cts,; by mail 80 cts. Send 2-cent dein: for Illustrated Catalogue. GcREW FLATES, TAPS, DIES, ETC., FOR 


gd. FE. MARSTERS, 51 to 55 Court Street. B rooklyn. nsmiths and amateurs. Send for illustrated 


Above singly by mail, or the set for $5. 
Address C. A. ZIMMERMAN, St. Paul, Minn. 





tSlegue to 8. W, CARD & CO., Mansfield, Mass, 





Sportsman’s 
Library, 


We will forward any of these books by mail, 
postpaid, on receipt of price. 








POSITIVELY NO BOOKS EXCHANGED. 





ANGLING. 

Adirondack Fishes, Fred Mather............ x 
American Angler’s Book, Norris........ .... 5 50 
I oS cat coh sscnlen) a uielineaterour 50 
Angiing Talks, Dawson...............0..s000+ 50 
Black Bass Fishing, Henshall................ 8 00 
ee A, SONNE 5b v:3s cp cccinones obtwnenn op 175 
Fish Hatching and Fish Catching, Roose- 

eee 1 50 
Fishing, Bottom or Float...................-+ 50 


Fishing W‘¢h the Fly, Orvis-Cheney Collect. 2 50 
Fly Fishing and Fly Making for Trout,Keene 1 50 
Fly Fishing in Maine Lakes.................. 125 
Fly Rods and Fly Tackle, Wells............. 2 50 
Frank Forester’s Fish and Fishing... ...... 2 50 
Frank Forester’s Fishing With Tiook ‘and 






SN cee lone cas ok cara ssenkass seGnl ss osenee 25 
Fysshe and Fysshynge..............2. sssees- 1 00 
Fresh and Salt Water Aquarium... .. ...... 5 
Modern Practical Angler, a Guide to Fly 

MINS. 6 SOetR EGG cub ieeh vs: wenaceueein enh ee 150 
Practical Trout Culture, by Capel . 100 
Prime’s I Go a-Fishing... .. . 250 
Rod and Line in Colorado Wa 1 00 
Scientific Angler............... 1 50 
Superior Fishing, or the Striped 

aig MEN ERMIO VILE. ovis c'0s | ssviascinw csc s'00 10% 209 
Trolling for Pike, Salmon and Trout........ BO 
The Game Fish of the Northern States and 

British Provinces, by Roosevelt............ 2 00 
OEY OGIURS, BIBCE, «ono s0ccscveceswsesenses 1 00 


NATURAL HISTORY. 
= Naturalist’s Rambles About Home, Abbott 1 50 







O. U. Check List of N. A. Birds........... 8 09 
American Bird Fancier..................00605 BO | 
Antelope and Deer of America, Caton...... 2 50 
Baird’s Birds of North America.... ....... 30 00 
ENN oc ac cancaganin dane enka haeseeee’ 75 
Birds and Wild Animels, Wilson....... oo ae 
Birds Nesting, Ingersoll - 1 2 
Birds of Eastern Pennsylvania 400 
Birds and Their Haunts......... 3 00 
Cage and Singing Birds, Adams 50 





Common Objects of the Seashore..... sick 50 
Coues’ Check List of North American Birds 3 00 
Game Water Birds of the Atlantic Coast, 


DIMMING dew ci klcksng. 046 cnssaus eau sabwees<3 2 00 
Guide to the Study of Insects, Packard..... 5 00 
Holden’s Book of Birds, pa..................- 25 
Ensect Worldl, Figuier.........06<000ss0scecees 1 50 
Insects Injurious to Vegetation, Harris..... 400 
Intelligence of Animals, 54 illus., Menaut... 1 00 
Mammals of New York, paper $4; cloth.... 5 00 
Manual of Taxidermy, Maynard............. 13 


Manual of Vertebrates, Jordan.............. 2 50 





Maynard's Butterflies, colored plates. 50 
Minot’s Land and Game Birds............... 3 00 
OE OS ee is 75 
Naturalist’s Assistant, Kingsley..... ....... 1 50 
Naturalists’ Guide, Maynard............... 200 
Practical Taxidermy and Home Decoration, 

ME A orc > ancl aa waa Wh $e Sean reece ees 150 
RENIN... 5,0 dc ek ssievaled bacaiinmae’s dam 15 
Taxidermy Without a Teacher, Manton a0 
Taxidermists’ Manual, Brown........ .... 100 
Taxidermists’ Manual, illus., Brown...... 50 
Wilson’s Noctes Ambrosiang, by Prof. Wil- 

son, J. G. Lockhardt, James oge and Dr. 

Maginn, 6 vols., crown 8vo., cloth, $9.00 

SURE BINED. ous dk cba wing eae he en eens saudi’ 8 00 

BOATING AND YACHTING. 

Boat Building and Sailing, Neison........... 3 00 
Boat Sailing and Management, Prescott.... 50 
Bont Sallor se ManGal. .<.......00.0sccc0ccceses 00 
Boating Trip on New England Rivers 2 
Book of Knots, by Tom Bowling. .. ........ 25 
Canoe and Camp Cookery, Seneca........... 00 
Canoe and Boat Building for Amateurs, W. 

(A er ere 50 
Canoe Handling, C. B. Vaux............... 00 
Canoeing in Kanuckia, Norton & Halberton 50 
Canoe and Camera......... ....-.6+sseeses- 1 50 
Canoe, Voyage of the rae Bishop’s 150 
Corinthian Yachtsman, MIB ceca 50 
Cruises in Small Yachts, Speed............ 250 
Donaldson’s Steam Machinery............... 1 50 
Four Months in a Sneakbox, Bishop......... 150 
Frazar’s Practical Peat Sailing....... .... 00 
Hints on Boat Sailing and Racing, Fitz- 

RN ocd nic erie wera aie amas ea eee wreeies 00 
Model Yachts, Grosvenor.............5.....6 00 
Paddle and Portage... ..2.5. s.osscecesesess 1 50 
Practical Boat Building, Neison............. 1 00 
Practical Boat Sailing, Se 200 


The America’s Cup, paper 50; cloth........ 
The Canoe Aurora, Dr. C. A. Neidé 
Vacation Cruising, Rothrick............... 
Yacht Architecture, Dixon Kemp..... ; 


Yacht an 


Yacht Sailor, Vanderbeck...... 
Yachts, Small, C. P. Kunhardt.. . 


d Boat Sailing, Kemp..... 


Yachtsman’s Guide, Patterson........ 


Yachtsman’s Manual and Handy Book, by 
ERENT 05 ong tonnunccsseeascsasvocen . 


CAMPING AND TRAPPING. 
Adventures in the Wilderness, Murray 


Amateur 


Camps and 

Northrup 
Three in Norway, or Rifle, Rod and Gun in 

Norway 
Camps in the Rockies, Grohman 
Camping and Cruising in Florida, Henshall 
Canoe and Camp Cookery, by “Seneca” 
Complete American Trapper, Gibson 
RUNIDIENIE: 21-5 -ou noc aeu suas eae uae 
How to Camp Out, Gould............ ....... 
How to Hunt and om Batty’s.. 6 
Hunter and Trapper, ed 
Re 


Hints on 


Woodcra 


GUIDE BOOKS AND MAPS, 


Adirondacks, Map of, Stoddard 
Atlas of New Jersey Coast................... 
Black Hills of Dakota, Ludlow, quarto, cloth 


Govern 


Trapper, paper 50c.; bds. 


' 


hrasher.. 


ment report 


Farrar’s Guide to Moosehead Lake, 


Farrar’s Guide to Richardson and 

Lake, paper 
Farrar’s Pocket Map of Moesehead Lake... 
Farrar’s Pocket Map of Rangeley Lake R’g’n 
Florida Annual 
Guide Book and Map of Dead River Region 
Region, Stoddard .... 


Guide to 


Adirondac 





Tramps in the Adirondacks, 





angeley 
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| Dead Shot ( 


Guide to Androscoggin Region.............-. 
Higterion a Biographical Atlas of New 
OS Te SR ee) eae 
Map of the Indian River, Florida, Le Baron, 
strong linen paper, $3; plain............... 
Map of the Thousand Islands................ 
Muskoka and Northern Lakes of Canada... 
Old St. Augustine, illus...... .. .... ....+505 
Our New Alaska, by Charles Hallock....... 
Southern California, by T. 8S. Van Dyke..... 
Sportsman’s Gazetteer, Hallock 


HORSE. 


Boots and Saddles, Mrs. Custer.............. 
Bruce’s Stud Book, 3 vols........ ............ 
Dadd’s American Reformed Horse Book, 8vo 
Dadd’s Modern Horse Doctor, 12mo.......... 
Horse and Hounds, illus..............2..++000 
Horses, Famous American Race............. 
Horses, Famous American Trotting......... 
Horses, Famous, of America................. 
Jenning’s Horse Training..................++ 
Mayhew’s Horse Doctor, 400 illus............ 
Mayhew’s Horse Management .............. 
McClure’s Stable Guide... ..:...:..........+++ 
Riding and Driving..........+.-.-00+ -crcess 
Riding Recollections, Whyte Melville’s..... 
Stonehenge on the Horse, English edit’n, 8vo 
Stonehenge on the Horse, Amer. ed., 12mo.. 
The BOO TO TIGIOD. «oo. 002 i osc acnescecers 
The Saddle Horse, Guide to Riding and 
eR, Teo oin.5:5' hen Sie aie wos om OF aie 
Veterinary Dictionary, Going................- 
Wallace’s American Stud Book.............. 
Wallace’s American Trotting Register, 2 vols 20 
Woodruff's Trotting Horses of America.... 2 
Youatt and Spooner on the Horse, illus..... 1 
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HUNTING—SHOOTING. 


Adventures on the Great Hunting Grounds 
OF Cie WORE Fr TB enn ss ceciiccevccsccecece 
American Sportsman, The, Lewis........... 
Antelope and Deer of America, Caton...... 
Bear nk SNES «5 a ontatapykecuc 
Crack Shot ( he Rifle) “Barber.” illus...... 
‘The Gun), or Sportsman’s Guide 

Down the West Branch, by Capt. Farrar.... 
Field, Cover and Trap Shooting, Bogardus.. 
Frank Forester’s a Scenes and Char- 
acters, ME NER hla rhs a oan Sore som ees 
Frank Forester’s Manual for Young Sports- 
WOOD ons cic gcccaus, See one a ous caesarean: 
Gunsmiths’ Manual, illus., 376 pp............ 
How I Became a Crack Shot, Farrow........ 
How I Became a Sportsman, Avon. ......... 
How to Hunt and Trap, Batty................ 
HOree QHG TOUNAG, TBM... 5s. cccccccccceses 
Hunter and Trapper, Thrasher.............. 
a ot a Ranchman, Roosevelt.. 
Hurlingham Gun Club Rules................. 
Instructions in Rifle Firing, by Capt. Blunt. 
Modern Breech-Loader, Greener............. 
Nimrod in the North, Schwatka............. 
Poems of the Rod and Gun, McLellan....... 
Rifle Practice, Wingate.......... ......00... 
Rod and Gun in California, Van Dyke Be 
Shooting, Blakey...... ...... 
Shooting on the Wing......... “ 
Sport with Gun and PAs cca, oka nad 
Sport with Gun and Rod, new, plain edition. 
Re howeed OAtHEr. 2... 0. ccccscsccccdcosccs 
Sporting Adventures in the Far West....... 
Still-Hunter, Van Dyke................. i ital 
SUOMRENS POE HORGIIG, «5. 0..6.20<scececteses 
Stephens’ Young Moose Hunters...... vaeeee 
The Gun and Its Development,Greener...., 
NO RMN So civcnievsivnneaer ons wevcipacaenies vcees 
Three in Norway, or Rifle, Rod and Gun in 
NI are ong til renin ines ile wens erate ccm 
Trajectory Test................ cian eenean = 
Wing and Glass Ball Shooting with a Rifle, 
RF Er 0, Bas cas saicoungcveuis weleeces omewstie 
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KENNEL. 












right Pe iwciuanes 
—— Taxidermy and Home Decoration, 
Din Das SeRGeecedten vaedbewetecks 6400 
Profitable Poultry Keepin 
Southern California, Van e 
Sportsman’s Gazetteer, Hallock 
° — Waters the Farm, 50 cts. paper; 
BUM cyccccanceenvaeasisae Se esuewed ceumarsence = 
Wild Woods Life, Farrar............-cscccsee 
Wonders of the Yellowstone, Richardson... 
Woodcraft, by Nessmuk.,.................+006 
Woods and Lakes of Maime.................- 


CO mt Oe 





American Kennel, Burges............ ....... 300 
Breeders’ Kennel rd and Acc’t Book... 3 00 
Dog, Diseases of, KS atase a ¥acivan nasty ae 
DOG, DMORGOG OE TAMD, ... . 0. cvccccescveesoves 2 00 
Dog Breaking, Floyd..............sscss0ss000, 50 
Dog preset. SIN sete, sncneesiec 300 
Dog, the Dinks, Mayhew and Hutchinson... 3 00 
Dog Training vs. Breaking, Hammond...... 10 
a First Lessons and Points of 
EE os Biante coh RARUAS EORER SURE RI CCT 6459 25 
Dogs and Their Doi Morris........ 1 % 
Dogs of British Islands Stonehenge. . 6 00 
Dogs, Management of, Mayhew, 16mo 15 
Dogs, Points of Judging............ 25 
Dogs, Richardson. a 2.5 cloth... 60 
Dogs and the Nini er. es: so «= 8 
Their Management and Treatment i: 
: qaaee by a <: Eiemascunrstcssr> 2 00 
Cnglishe nt 0} cheicweei eae 5@ 
nglishe Dogaes Reprint of 151... sa 
English K. C. 8. Book, Vols. III. toIX.,each 4 50 
English K.C.8. Book, Vols. XI. to XIIL,each 4 50 
Glover's Album, Treatise on Canine Diseases 50 
Our Friend the Dog, Stables........  ........ 3 00 
Points of Judging and First Lessons........ 25 
Practical Kennel Guide, Stables............. 150 
Setter Dog, oy es Sere 3 00 
The Dog, oe NRE. Gach winsine caus cenawees 1 25 
The Mastiff, the oman of, M. B. Wynn.... 2 50 
Training Trick Dogs, illus.................... 25 
Vero Shaw’s Book on the Dog, cloth, $8.00; 

PE NMED a aia cis bac ca bas dsc cs <adsanaeeeee 13 00 
EE Git vik vdisicesaeccesconcneceinest 2 50 
SPORTS AND GAMES. 

American Boy’s Own Book Sportsand Games 2 00 
Athletic Sports for Boys, Stonehenge....... 100 
Boy’s Book of Sports and Pastimes..... .... 2 50 
Boy’s Treasury of Sports and Pastimes, etc. 2 00 
Cassell’s Book of Sports and Pastimes...... 3 00 
SMI 3s cs cracccasepenein tt enccceenacdcgnss 20 
NIG oo, od ssa hs sash aot oeaacdanecer 50 
Encyclopedia of Rural Sports, Stonehenge. 4 50 
MSM IG UIE So ohecinsccccasiees ca citsesicde secs 50 
Instruction in the Indian Club Exercise..... 25 
EEE cnc reecesaensrecedres* sscenetensas 25 
Wist FOP BAGIMMOIS. 66.0005 icccseccccscrecce 5D 
MISCELLANEOUS. 
Antelope and Deer of America, Caton....... 2 50 
Adventures on the Great Hunting Grounds 
CE Te Ws Se Bod. ccesendctsancccesess 100 
Atlas of New J UNDE COOGE 6.6 sss since sndececte 1 50 
Black Hills of Dakota, Ludlow, quarto, cloth 
GGVEPMMENE TONOPE.... 0.0 .ccrcccscpesevess 2 50 
Complete Poultry Manual.................... 25 
yak ote inns. hyl 05 os 0108 49>. Casateneolbie eos 135 
Forest and Stream Fables......... .........+ 10 
Hand Book of Tree Planting, Egleston...... %5 
Historical and Biographical Atlas of New 
WMMITICMIINES Sa adass coknvip'oas Co actcacessrers 5 00 
ae NE CINE 5 oss co.cg upiseises ~evivessaninises 100 
Life and Writings of Frank Forester, 2 vols. 
per WE CRnEGRS Horta Khe seu eusa'toulhsts 600 as 150 
Old St. Augustine, Fla., illus............. ... 1 50 
Our Arctic Province, Alaska, Elliott. . 450 
Practical a. by Fuller......... 150 
Practical Pigeon Keeping, W 1580 
50 
00 
50 
00 
75 
25 
50 
00 
00 
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SMALL YACHTS. 


Their Design and Construction, Exemplified by the 
Ruling Types of Modern Practice. 


By Cc. P. KUNHARDT. 


Tae Forest AND STREAM PouBLisHinc Company takes pleasure in announcing the publication of a magnificent quarto volume, bearing the above title. This book covers the 
cid of Smal! Yachts, with special regard to their design, construction, equipment and keep. The opening chapters are devoted to a consideration of the model and the draft, their 
elations to one another, and the purposes which they subserve. Full directions are given for producing the plans of a yacht with reference to the chief points in design, and the method 

of taking off the lines of a boat already built is likewise described in detail. 

All elements entering into design, such as Resistance, Stability. Balance of Rig, Handiness, Displacement, etc., are dealt with in separate chapters. The rules necessary for the 
m«thematica] computations, and a review of theory and practice close the first division of the book. 

The second portion comprises the description of the Plates, covering the whole range of type in small yachts, from the shoal catboat and American centerboard sloop to examples 


of the narrowest and deepest British cutter yet built. 


These yachts have their lines, build and 


ttings depicted in the Plates, which are drawn to scale. 


With their aid and the specifi- 


cations presented, the reader is placed in possession of accurate information concerning the mould, accommodations, rig and characteristics of all styles of yachts which have received 


favorable recognition. 


Sporting boats, combination row and sailboats, and various examples of special form are introduced. 


The third division offers a comprehensive review of single-hand sailing, to which small yachts are especially adapted. Directions are given as a guide in selection of type and sail 
plan,and subsequent equipment and proper management. 


The iron work of ee their gear, yawls, stearing apparatus, boat building and much other closely related matter is entered upon. 
iography appear in the Appendix. 


Signal Service, and a Bib 


The work is profusely and handsomely illustrated witb 150 illustrations inserted in the text, besides the sixty-three plates. 
_A folio (size of page 14}x12} inches), printed on paper specially manufactured for it, and with great beauty of execution and finish m every detail, making a volume vastly 
superior to any other work of the kind ever published. Pages 370, with 136 plate pages additional, or a total of more than 500. Price, postpaid, $7.00. 


LIST OF PLATES. 


I, The Sloop Yacht Schemer. 
Il. The Nuckel. 
Ill. The Windward. 
Iv. A Newport Catboat—Portable Catboat. 
V. An Eastern Catboat. 
VI. Keel Catboat Caprice. 
VII. Caprice—Sail Plan. 
VILL. Keel Catboat Dodge. 
IX. Catboat Dodge—Sail Plan. 
X. Open Boat Cruiser. 
XI. The Cruiser—Sail Plan. 
XII. Open Boat Trident. 
XIIL. A Skipjack. 
XIV. The Centerboard Sloop Gieam. 
XV. Gleam—Sail Plan. 
XVI. The Centerboard Sloop Midge. 


New York: FOREST AND STREAM PUBLISHING CO., 39 Park Row.. 


XVII. Light Draft Cutter Mignonette. 


XVII 
XIX 


XX. Light Draft Cutter Carmita. 


XXI 
XXII 
XXIII 


XXIV. 


XXV. 


Mignonette—Sail Plan. 
. Single-Hand Cruiser. 


. The Dart. 

. The Boston Sloop Neva. 
. The Boston Sloop Nyssa. 
Keel Sloop Columbine. 
Columbine—Sail Plan. 


XXVL The Keel Sloop Alice. 


XXVII 
XXVIII 
XXIX 


XXX. 


. The Gannet. 

. A Compromise Sloop. 

. The Itchen Cutter Daisy. 
Daisy—Sail Pian. 


XXXI. The Cutter Vayu. 


XXXII. The Cruising 


Price, 


awl Windward. 


postpaid, 


XXXII. Windward—Accommodation Plan 
XXXIV. The Windward—Sail Plan. 
XXXV. The Cruising Yaw! Anetc. 
XXXVI. The Singie-Hand Yaw! Deuce. 
XXXVII. Deuce—Sail Plan and Construction 
XXXVIII. The Cutter Petrel. 
XXXIX. The Petrel—-Sail Plan. 
XL. The Cutter Merlin. 
XLI. The Merlin—Sail Plan. 
XLII. The Cutter Rajah. 
XLIII. The Cutter Yolande. 
XLIV. Yolande—Cabin and Deck Plans. 
XLV. A Single-Hand Yawl. 
XLVI. Single-Hand Yawl—Cabin and 
Deck Plans. 
XLVI. 8. H. Yawl—Rig and Construction. 


"7.00. 


s 


The new International Rules of the Road, 


XLVIII. The Cutter Mamie. 
XLIX. The Mamie—Midship Section. 
L. The Mamie—Sail Plan. 
LI. Six-Beam Cutter. 
LII. Six-Beam Cutter—Sail Plan. 
LI{I. The Cutter Surf. 
LIV. The Cutter Surf—Sail Plan. 
LV. The Cutter Surf—Midship Section 
LVI. The Cutter Surf—Cabin Plans. 
LVII. The Cutter Spankadillo. 
LVIII. The Cutter Madge. 
LIX. The Madge—Ironwork. 
LX. The Schooner Gaetina. 
LXIL The Nonpareil Sharpie. 
LXII. The Cynthia. 
LXIII. The Cruising Sneakbox. 


‘London; SAMSON, LOW, MARSTON & CO., 188 Fleet Street. 
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FOREST AND STREAM. 








CHRISTMAS 


PRESENTS, 


Buy Them Early. 


O present gives so much pleasure or is so lasting as a good 
book, and none is so thoroughly appreciated by the average 
man, woman or child. A good book does not get broken or wear 


out, but remains always a source of pleasure and instruction. 


Nothing is more annoying or inconvenient than to postpone the 
purchase of Christmas gifts to the last moment, and appreciating this 
fact we call attention to the following list of standard works suitable 


for Christmas. 


among them all something will be found to appeal to every taste. 
Any of these books will be sent by mail, postpaid, on receipt of 


price. 


Sport with Gun and Rod. 


This superb volume contains a vast amount 
of matter of the highest interest to the sports- 
man. Almost all kinds of American game 
birds, mammals and fishes are treated in its 
pages, and it is profusely illustrated by some 
of the best American artists; 886 pp. Three 
styles are published: Embossed leather, $15; 
cloth, $10; cloth, on cheaper paper, $5. 





Antelope and Deer of America. 
By Hon. J. D. Caton, LL.D. This 
volume is equally a necessity to the sports- 
man and the naturalist. It tells of the haunts 
and habits of our antelope and deer, where 
to find them, how to hunt them, of their life 
in the woods and under domestication. The 
best book on the subject ever written. A 
second edition. Price reduced to $2 50. 





Rod and Gun in California. 


By T. S. Van Dyke. A story of outdoor 
life in semi-tropical land. Through the 
charmingly told narrative runs the tender 








These vary in price so as to fit every pocket, and 


Canoe and Boat Building 


For AMATEURS. 


editor of ForEst AND STREAM. 


it well. Price $1.50. 





Hunting Trips of a Ranchman. 


By THEODORE ROOSEVELT. 


Montana. Price $3.50. 


Training vs. Breaking. 


By 8. T. Hammonp, kennel editor of 
Forest AND STREAM. Nearly forty years 
experience in training and handling dogs has 
intelligent 
animals are more easily controlled by kind- 
He tells how to 
accemplish by this kindness what you can- 
not with the whip. There is a chapter on 


taught the author that these 


ness than by severity. 


training pet and house dogs. Price $1.00. 


thread of alove story. Price $1.00. | Canoe and Camp Cookery. 
ear B 


The Canoe Aurora. 
By Dr. C. A. NEIDE. 
of the author’s cruise in a tiny canoe from an 
Adirondack lake to the Gulf of Mexico. 

Price $1.00. 





Canoe Handling. 

By C. Bowyer Vaux (“Dot”). The 
author of this pleasantly written volume is 
acknowledged to be the first of American, 
and so of living, canoeists, In this book he 
tells all about how to sail and handle a canoe, 
and how to care for it, either when in use or 
laid up for winter. Price $1.00. 


Small Yachts, 


TuEerR DESIGN AND CONSTRUCTION, by 
C. P. Kunsarpt. This sumptuous quarto 
volume covers the whole range of yacht 
designing and care, and is the only work of 
the kind yet issued in America. The text 
occupies 325 pages, illustrated with many 
engravings, and besides there are 70 full page 
plates, showing the characteristics of the best 
modern yachts. Price $7.00. 





The Forest Waters the Farm, 


OR, THE VALUE OF WOODLANDS AS RESER- 
Vorks. By ANTONIN RovussET, translated 
by Rev. S. W. PowEty. This famous 
French book has never before been put into 
Roglish. Every farmer ought to have it, for 
the questions so intelligently discussed in it 
are of national importance; 109 pp. Price, 
paper, 50 cents; cloth, 75 cents. 


y “SENECA.” 
receipts and hints for the camp cook, by a 


The well told story practical man who has tried them. In- 


dispensable to the camper. Price $1.00. 


Fyshhe and Fysshynge. 


By DAME JULIANA BERNERS. An elegant 
fac-simile reprint of a quaint old book written 
in the Fifteenth century. It is edited by an 
ardent angler and should find a place in 
every sportsman’s library. Price $1.00. 


Our New Alaska. 


By Caas Hattocx. In this handsome 
illustrated volume, Mr. Hallock gives the 
result of his travels in our northernmost pos- 
sessions. He found Alaska a great country 
of almost boundless resources, and tells about 
it in his own happy style. Price $1.50. 


Woodcraft. 


By “‘Nessmuk.” ‘‘Nessmuk” is a Nestor 
among America’s sportsmen. In ‘‘Woodcraft’ 
he imparts the knowledge of the woods that 
he has been fifty years in acquiring. No 
man, however much he has camped out, can 
read this book without learning something. 
Price $1.00. 


The History of the Mastiff. 


By M. B. Wynn, who is acknowledged on 
all hands to be one of the first authorities in 
the world on this splendid breed of dogs. The 
history of the guard dog is traced from pre- 
historic down to present time, and the tale is 
told with the enthusiasm of a true lover of 
man’s best friend. Price $2.50. 


Forest and Stream Publishing Co., 39 Park Row, N.Y. 


By W. P. Steruens. A 
manual of boat building by the canoeing 
Besides the 
189 pages of descriptive text, there are 29 
plates, working drawings, which enable even 
the novice to build his own canoe and build 


A delightful 
book of hunting adventure in Dakota and 


A little book full of 





A WORD IN SEASON. 


Readers old and new of the Forest AND STREAM may be pleased to know that the 
paper is now at the close of 1886 enjoying the support of a wider circle of friends than at 
apy former period in its history. This is an interesting fact, for it proves, with the best 
possible demonstration of success, the sound sense of the theory long ago adopted by 
editors and publishers, and steadfastly adhered to, that there is room in this country for a 
journal treating the subjects embraced by our departments, and depending for its support 
wholly upon what have been accepted by the conductors of the Forest AND STREAM as 
legitimate journalistic methods. In other words, we have kept faith with subscribers by 
devoting our reading columns exclusively to honest reading matter, and have not given up 
our pages to extended paid puffs of railroad routes clumsily disguised as accounts of sports- 
men’s travel, nor alluring descriptions of wonderful agricultural regions, all paid by the 
column. The conviction that a sportsman’s journal for sportsmen could be conducted 
without resorting to such questionable makeshift expedients have proved quite correct. 

The tone and high character of the journal, as one fit for sportsmen to receive into their 
homes, will be jealously maintained. As there is nothing in the recreations of field and 
stream inconsistent with the highest type of manhood, so, the editors are convinced, there 
should be in a journal like the Forest AND STREAM nothing to offend good taste. 

The Forest AND STREAM will be, in the future as in the past, thoroughly representa- 
tive of the best field sportsmanship of America. It will maintain its position as the chosen 
exponent of those who seek recreation with gun or rod, rifle, canoe or yacht. Its charscter 
will be scrupulously preserved, and readers in 1887 may expect a rich fund of sporting 
sketches and stories, suggestions, bright sayings, prompt, reliable news, and interesting 
discussions. Angler, shooter, dog breeder, canocist and yachtsman, may be assured that 
whatever is of interest in these respective fields in 1887 will find its way inte the columns of 
the ForEsT AND STREAM. 


The Sportsman Tourist 


columns are filled with bright sketches of travel, camp life and adventure, the reflected ex- 
perience of a host of outers. 


Natural History. 


Papers descriptive of bird life, chapters of animal biography, notes on the ways of field, 
forest and water creatures as observed by sportmen, anglers and naturalists, make up these 
pages. The special work of the past year has been the establishment of the Audubon 
Society for the Protection of Birds, begun in February, and having now a membership 
approaching 20,000. , 

Angling and Shooting. 

Time was when asingle journal sufficed in this country for adequate discussion of all the 
heterogenous pastimes and practices dubbed sport. That time has long since passed away. 
Some of the sports have been outgrown or put under a ban, others have developed to such a 
degree that each class requires a special organ. The particular fields chosen by the Forest 
AND STREAM are those of angling and shooting. The pages given up to these topics are 
rich with the freshest, brightest, most wholesome, entertaining and valuable open air litera- 
ture of the day. They have the sunlight and woodsy odor of the haunts of game and fish; 
they picture nature as seen by sportsman and angler. One has not long to read the Forrest 
AND STREAM before learning its attitude with respect to game and fish protection. The 
editors believe in conserving, by all legitimate methods, the game of fields and woods, and 
the fish of brook, river and lake, not for the exclusive benefit of any class or classes, but for 
the public. They are earnest, consistent and determined advocates of strict protection in 
the legal close season, and in restricting the taking of game both as to season and methods, 
so that the benefits of these natural resources may be evenly distributed. 


The Kennel. 


This department has kept even pace with the growth of the interest of breeding field 
and pet dogs. Reports of trials and shows are usually given in the Forest AND STREAM 
in advance of other publications, and being prepared by competent writers their intelligent 
criticisms are of practical utility. This journa] is not hampered by personal animosities. 
It has no judges to ‘‘kill.” It does not decide a dog’s merit by asking who the owner is. It 
treats all kennel subjects without fear, favor or ulterior motives, and in consequence enjoys 
a degree of public confidence and esteem denied to such as stagger beneath the incubus of 
malice and flounder in the bogs of ignorance. 


Rifle and Trap Shooting 


records scores of meetings and matches, discussions of topics pertaining to the butt, gallery 
and trap. Secretaries of gun and rifle clubs are invited to send their scores for publication. 


Canoeing. 


This country is a land of magnificent water courses, and Americans are just beginning 
to appreciate the canoe as a means of enjoying the delectable charms of river and lake, and 
bay and canal. The men who are making fortunes by making canoes know best how 
rapidly the ranks of canoeists are multiplying. Novices and old hands will find in the 
ForREST AND STREAM canoeing columns, ia charge of a practical canoeist, accounts of 
cruises, lines of new craft, and hints and helps and suggestions without number. Closely 
allied is 


Yachting, 


in which the Forest aNnD Stream is the only competent, all-the-year-round, intelligent 
exponent. 


Our reports of races are full, prompt and accurate. The numerous illustrations 
of lines of new yachts make an invaluable record of the development of yacht building. 


Weekly, $4 per year; $2 for six months. 


Forest and Stream Pub. Co., 39 Park Rew. 
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Ou the Std. 
IN THE STUD. 


GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878, 
BAKER’ 


Breakfast Cocoa 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oil has been removed. It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more economi- 
cal, costing less than one cent @ 
cup. It is delicious, nourishing, 
strengthening, easily digested, and 
admirably adapted for invalids as 
well as for persons in health. 

Sold by Grocers everywhere. 


W. BAKER & CO., Dorchester, Mass. 
A SPLENDID CHRISTMAS PRESENT 


To any of 7 friends would be the first three 
volumes of Capt. Farrar’s Lake and Forest Series, 
viz.: Eastward Ho! or Adventures at Rangeley 
Lakes; Wild Woods Life; or A Trip to Parma- 
chenee; Down the West Branch; or Camps and 
Tramps Around Katahdin. These three volumes 
handsomely bound in cloth, in a neat box, $3.75, 
and sent mail or express paid by us. JAMAICA 
PUBLISHING CO.,, Jamaica Plains, Mass. 












CHAMPION MASTIFF. 
Fee $50. 


DEBONAIR, 





Waverly, N. J. 
Fee $50. 





the bitches. 
For further information address 
H. GERALD HULL, 
oct28,tf Saratoga, N. Y. 








CATALOGUES FREE TO ANY ADDRESS 


~<——o. eo >sans ab 
00'S, SNS | 


es 


CRRA ROMA VTE 


The Still-Hunter, 


= 
T. 8. VAN DYKE. 
PRICE, POSTPAID, $2.00. 






OR SHEEP DOGS. 
IN THE STUD. 


Pa Sd 








England’s champion Dublin Scot). 


specimen of the Blue Mirle. 
Dogs and puppies for sale. 
Apply for particulars to 
CHESTNUT HILL KENNELS 


SEVERAL CHOICE BRED 


English Mastiff Pups 


of various ages and prices according to quality, 
sired. by BOSS, the best all round stud dog. 


FORES1 AND STREAM PUBLISHING CO., 
39 Park Row. New York. 


Wanted. 


ANTED.—LIVE GROUSE, RUFFED AND 

Pinnated, ten to fifty pairs of each for 

propagation. Address PINNATED, Forest and 
Stream office. dec23,5t 


ANTED.—FIFTY PAIR OF LIVE PRAI- 
rie chickens. State price and particulars. 
M. ENGLERT, 35 Delancey st., N. Y. dec23,3t 


OPIES WANTED.—JAN. 4, 11, 18 and 25. FEB. 1, 

March 8 and Sept. 13, 1883; Feb. 7 and 14, March 

6, 1884. Weare short of these issues, and would be 

obliged if any of our readers having one or all of 

these numbers that they do not want will send to 

Forest and Stream Pub. Co.. 39 Park Row. New 
York City. mar26,tf 


for Sale. 


OR SALE.—BALLARD RIFLE, 9-LBS., 28- 
in., half octagon ——— able barrels, 
one cal. . 235grs., other cal. .32-40-185grs. 
patched. Also .22-cal. center fire auxiliiary bar- 
rel, goes inside .40-cal. for small game; loading 
tools, shells, etc.; prime condition; fine shooter. 
Sold for no fault. Write for particulars. E. B 
WHITE, Houlton, Me. 


ROOK TROUT EGGS AND YOUNG FRY 

of superior quality furnished in quantities 

to suit purchaser. Trout pond forsale. Address 

R. E. FOLLETT, Indian Hollow Brook Trout 
Fishery Windham, Conn. nov25,tf 


IVE WHITE HARES (Lepus Americanus), 

captured and ae boxed and delivered 

to express in Bethel, Me., in good condition on 

receipt of orders and remittances at $3 ue air. 
Refer to Hon. H. O. Stanley, Dixfield, Me., Fi 

and Game Commissioner. J. G. RICH, Bethel, 
Me. decl6,tf 





great promise and choice markings. 
photographs of either 25 cents. 
Boss in Stud, - Fee $50 
Thyrus in Stud, - Fee $50 


Address J. L. WINCHELL, 
Fair Haven, Vt. 











Gus Bondahu 


IN THE STUD. 


Imported from Mr. Llewellin’s kennels (he is 
bluest of the blue), by Dashing Bondhu ex Novel. 
He is also a grand field dog, as his record shows at 
the late trials of the N. F. T. Club at Grand Junc- 
tion, beating such noted ae as Gladstone Boy, 
Mainspring, Bessie A., Gath’s Mark, Trinket’s Bang 
and other fine ones. Fee $35. A. M. TUCKER, 85 
Main street, Charlestown, Mass. 














The Kennel, 
WANTED. 


I own a magnificent field dog, and am desirous 
of getting one of his progeny. He is a Vhce., and 
sired by old Leicester ex Sanborn’s Nellie. He is 
litter brother to Magnolia. 

Any gentleman having a first-class Llewellin 
or Laverack bitch can have his services, without 
money, on most agreeable conditions. 

decl6,2t Box 21, West Winfield, N. Y. 











One Chance in a Life Time. 


For Sale—My entire kennel of dogs, including 
Fairy King (Foreman ex Jessie), 3 yrs. old; Forest 
Dora Cc averack ex Forest Fly), op yrs; Fol 
Chester White, Berkshire | de Rol (Foreman ex Grace B.), 4g yrs.; Fanchette 
and Poland China Pigs, | (Foreman ex Passion), 9 mos.; Hazel (Ted Llew- 
fine setter dogs, Scotch | ellin ex Blanche Lewis), 7% yrs.: Passion (Prince 
Collies, Foxhounds andj|ex Pebble) yrs., and several fine puppies 
Beagles, Sheep and Poultry, | from 6 wks. old to 9 mos., out of the above bitches 
bred and for sale by by cham ced a. ae ae. — Yale 
GIBBONS & CO., West Chester, Chester Co., Pa. ton. First come first served. Send for circu- 

lar containing full descriptions. ROSECROFT 


Send sti f ircular and price list. 
s aaalaniicemmnas : KENNELS, Birmingham, Conn. 


LIVE QUAIL FOR SALE | Romer puppies._two FINELY BRED 


In fine condition. Western birds. E. B. WOOD- _ litters, orange and white and liver and 
WARD, 174 Chambers street, New York. white, blood of Sensation and Beaufort. Prices 
cheap and satisfaction guaranteed. A. C. BURT, 

OR SALE AT A BARGAIN.—ONE JOHN | 229 Madison avenue, Albany, N. Y. decl6,8t 


A. Nichols’ B. L., 12-bore, 50in., 844lbs., finest 
Quality, elaborately engraved, highly finished T. PLEASANT GORDON KENNELS.— 
and perfectly new. Will be sold at one-half the | iV For Sale—Thirteen solid black and tan Gor- 
original cost. Can be seen at H. C. SQUIRES, | don setter dog puppies, out of Chloe Beaulah and 
178 Broadway, New York. sept2,tf | Bell Mont, by Argus II. First-class Morrison 
pug puppies out of J ne and Puggings by Dude. 

oO 


[ E FOR SALE at $5 a piece; are rize stock; Prices low; satisfaction guaran- 
T - Say vane a | teed. G. x BROWNELL, P. 0. Box 335, New 
na yard or park. so Prairie Og ' a 
pair. Address W. J. HILL, HurcHINSON, KAN. ee 
AMBOW POLER. -25,000 BAMBOO FISHING | P'OR SALE.“A PINE ? YR. OLD ST. BER- 
poles, 12, 13, 14 and 15ft., in bundles of 50. for 100. — nec aR ES A. SHRINER: P ce 
sale at 29 Burling Slip, N. Y., by BURDETT & | Apply . NER, ater- 
DENNIS. jy8,tt | son. N. t 


STONEHENGE ON THE DOG. 
Price $3.50. 
For sale by the Forest and Stream Pub. Co 


AT THE LONDON FISHERIES EXHIBITION 
rae WICHOoO1L:sS 
Hexagonal Split Bamboo Fishing Rods 


Were awarded Three Silver Medals and the highest special prize—10 Sovereigns, Neted for excel 
an Rods. 


en ore than numbers. This is the highest prize awarded to American for Split Bamboo 
sais Manufactured by B. re NICHO gs 








































OLLIE PUPS.—SIRE AND DAM IN A.K.R. 
$15 each; red Irish setter dog $15; R. C. W. 
Leghorn and Wyandott chicks, $10 per trio; in- 
cubator, new, cost si for $50. Stamp for par- 
ticulars. N. D. FOR ES, New Haven, Conn. It 





LS, 153 Milk Boston, 
os ast cn ca tasemuntis Suh ent Gone Lares. 










Ilford Cromwell 


First prize winner in open mastiff class at 


Having purchased these dogs, together with 
the champion bitches Lorna Doone and Bal Gal 
from Dr. J. F. Perry (Ashmont), I offer the dogs 
in the stud, and will be able to supply pups from 





Rough-Coated Scotch Collies 


NWullamore, (Litter brother to 


Imported Blwuejacket, a splendid 


oct28,tf P. O. Box 1630, Philadelphia. 





Also a few very fine bred Great Dane Rape of 
‘abinet 


The Fennel. 


DEERHOUNDS. 


CHAMPION CHIEFTAIN 
OUT OF 


CHAMPION WANDA, 
CHAMPION LORNA IL, 
HEATHERBELLE, 
COUNTESS ZINA, 
THORA, 
BERGA. 


HILLSIDE KENNELS, 


LANCASTER, 
MASS. 


OR SALE.—SCOTCH DEERHOUND DOG 

ups, by imported Dunrobin (A.K.R. 1236) 

out of imported Shelloch (A.K.R. 4. from the 
deerhound kennels of the Duke of Sutherland. 

Dunrobin Castle, Scotland. Address GEORGE 
SHEPARD PAGE, 69 Wall st., N.Y.  dec9,3t 


OR SALE.--THE LANDSEER KENNEL 
offers choice bred Scotch Deerhound and 
English greyhound puppies, bred only from stock 
of well-known field qualities. These are the 
aristocrats of all dogs. DR. VAN HUMMELL, 
Denver, Colo. 


OR SALE.—ENGLISH BEAGLE HOUND 
pups; very fine ones and several months old; 
from good hunting stock, full pedigree. Alsoone 
panier, two qeere old, good, no pedigree. Address 
EO. L. BARNES, Tyringham, Mass. oct28tf 














O! HO! HO! HO! HO! DOGS FOR THE 
holidays. Trained fox and rabbit hounds. 
Pointers, setters, spaniels, pate and squirrel 
treeing dogs. Write for kind and sex wanted. 
C. F. KENT, Monticello, N. Y. dec2,tf 


POINTERS. 


Eight pape ” Guess ex Viola. Guess is full 
brother to Mr. Peshall’s Jimmie. Viola is by Sen- 
sation out of Guido’s Lilly. $20 each or $35 the 
brace at 8 wks. old. Address 

J. H. WINSLOW 


dec16,2t P. O. Box 1,247, Philadelphia, Pa. 


EXPECT A LITTER OF LLEWELLIN SET- 

ter pu = Dec. 27, by Gun ne ae 
B.) out of Morning Star (Dashing Dan—Daisy 
Starlight). Gun won Ist and Morning Star lst 
and special prize at St. John, N. B., Oct. 22, 1886. 
Orders booked now. ‘Inclose stamp to CHAS. 
YORK, 9 & 11 Granite Biock, Bangor, Me. 


WILL SELL FINE RED IRISH SETTER 

pups, 8 mos. old, champions Elcho, Derg, 
Hutchinson’s Bob, Ponto and Venus blood at $10 
and $15, or brace o Write me; ee di- 
gree. Address H. A. FLETCH ,» 241 Com- 
mercial street, Portland, Me. dec23,tf 


OR SALE.—ENGLISH GREYHOUND, 

puppies and grown stock, prize winners, 

very cheap tomake room. LA FAYETTE GREY- 
HOUND KENNELS, La Fayette, Ind. it 


Mastiff For Sale, 


12 mos. old, kind, 3034in. high, fawn color, 1301bs. 
weight, house broken. Price $100. No deviation. 
Inquire for pedigree and dog of 
J. SMITH CHANDLER, 
1t Coldwater, Mich. 




















ABBIT DOG, half beagle, half foxhound, 
good looking, sound and kind, and is a first- 
class rabbit dog; will be sold low. ©. H. STORRS, 
Lebanon, N. H. dec?3,1t | 


OR SALE.—RED FOXHOUND BITCH, 6 

yrs. old, trained on foxes. English foxhound 

pups, 3 mcs. old. L. N. EDWARDS, en = 
ec23, 


OME FINE IRISH SETTERS AT A LOW 
rice. Champion Glencho pups and others. 
A. W. PEARSALL, Huntington, L.I. dec23,tf 


OR SALE.—THE FINE LLEWELLIN SET- 
ter bitch Lou Gladstone, blue belton in color; 
she is staunch on game, her breeding is simply 
rfect. Also the pure bred Llewellin setter 
itch puppy Pep Bondhu, 5 mos. old, by Gus 
Bondhu ex Myrtle. She is strong in Gladstone 
blood. These are very nice bitches. For partic- 
ulars inquire of A. M. TUCKER, 85 Main street, 
Charlestown, Mass. lt 


OR SALE OR TRADE.—TWO POINTER 
dogs (brothers), out of same litter, 4 yrs. old 
well trained on woodcock, quail or partridge and 
back splendid. No pedigree. Charge on word, 
sign or whistle; cost $225; will sell pair for $150, 
or trade same for first-class pedigree St. Bernard 
dog or mastiff, not over 1 yr. old, and pedigree 
fully registered. Reason for selling pointers— 
Have only been out two days in two seasons; 
business will not permit. Call at 178 Lexington 
ave., N. Y. City, and I will show dogs to those who 
mean business. Call right after 9 A. M. 1t 


CHOICE LITTER OF POINTERS, 8 WKS. 
old, five liver and white dogs, three liver 
and white bitches and one lemon and white bitch 
handsomely and evenly marked, very strong and 
healthy, a‘ champion Fritz (A.K.R. 268) out of 
Bird (A.K.R. 1658), also a Ist prize winner. Pup- 
ies from this union make first-class field dogs. 
Don't hesitate as we never have been able to fill 
our orders. Prices, if_ taken before 10 wks. old, 
dogs $15, bitches $10. MAPLE KENNELS, Pat- 
terson, N. Y. (on lem R. R.). dec23,2t 
























Puppies For Sale 


The Fennel. 


ENGLISH MASTIFFS, 


For Sale—Fine litter of pups by the celebrateg 


ILFORD CAUTION 


Winner of Ist at each Boston, Hartford and New 
York Fanciers’ shows, 1886, These pups are of 
the new type. 

ILFORD CAUTION is acknowledged to be 
the ae headed mastiff in America if not in the 
world. 

For price and catalogue apply to 

E. i MOORE 


Pine Hill Kennel 
Melrose, Mass, 








AM POSITIVELY GOING 
out of the fancy and offer 
my entire kennel of well- 
bred prize-winning English 
Mastiffs for sale. Also 
Brockner & Evans’ port- 
able kennels, traveling 
boxes, wire fencing, etc. 
Address for particulars, 
VICTOR M. HALDEMAN, 
General Wayne, Del. Co., Pa. 


COCKERS. 


Address ,. FLEETFOOT KENNELS 
novl8,tf Delhi, Del. Co., N. Y. 


MAS WENZEL, 


89 Fourth St., Hoboken, N. J. 


Breeder of Irish Setters 


Under guarantee and life insurance. 
Send for circular. 





DO YOU WANT A:-DOG 2 


DOG BUYERS’ CUIDE. 
Colored plates, 100 engravings |i 
of different breeds, prices they are 


pijworth, and where to buy them 
Mailed for 15 Cents. ¢ 
J S78 aghth BL FANCIERS, 


hth St. Philadelphia, Pa. § 


237 8. 


RIZE AND PEDIGREE ENGLISH MAS 

TIFFS.—Mr. James Hutchings, 25 Gandy 

st., Exeter, England, has several grand ones for 

sale, brindles and fawns, including stud dogs 

—so and puppies. Tourists’ inspection 
nv: ; 


OR SALE.—A NUMBER OF WELL BRED 
and well broken pointers and setters; also 
dogs boarded and broken; satisfaction guaran- 
teed. Address H. B. RICHMOND, Lakeville, 
sept22,tf 








Claire-Reeta Kennels. 
PALMYRA, N. Y. 


Irish and Gordon setters for work as well as show 
decl7.tf 








DOGS FOR SALE. 


Setters, pointers, spaniels, foxhounds, beagles, 
dachshunde, Newfoundlands, German tiger mas- 
tiffs, fox-terriers, Scotch terriers, Skye terriers, 
Yorkshire terriers, bull-terriers, bulldogs ugs, 
French poodles. St. Bernards, mastiffs and black 
and tan terriers. Pups of all the above breeds 
constantly on hand. Those desiring to purchase 
will do well toconsult me. WM. W. SILVEY, 135 
South Eighth street, Philadelphia, Pa. 


FOR SALE. 


Pointers, Setters, Collie Shepherd and Beagles. 
Box 472, Pittsburgh, Pa. 


FINE COLLIE PUPS FOR SALE. 


NULLAMORE “35; ex EFFIE DEAN “38;%° 
Both dog and bitch prize winners. 'The puppies 

are sable and white and very healthy. For full 
articulars address JOHN P. GRAY, JR., M. D., 
tica, N. Y. It 


ANTED.—ABOUT JAN. 4, A FOSTER 

mother for a litter of pres out of Hazel by 

Glencho. Address MARMADUKE RICHARD- 
SON, 33 Maiden Lane, N. Y. dec23, tt 


St. Bernard Pups. 


For Sale—Grand pups by Merchant Prince and 
other noted dogs, rough and smooth-coated; also 
English pug pups from best strains. Prices 
always moderate. Address with stamp ESSEX 
KENNELS, Andover, Mass. dec9,tf 


The Hospice Kennels. 


st. Bernards. 

Rough and smooth-coated of the finest strains 
On Sale—Imported stock; also two splendid lit- 
ters, one by Hector ex Belline II. (A.K.R. 3053), 
the other by Otho ex Swiss Rhona (A.K.R. 3030). 
Unequalled facilities for the importation of stock 
from Switzerland. Address Arlington, N. J. 


RARE CHANCE.—BROTHER OF NED 

Obo for sale (A.K.R. 1476), black, white frill 
on breast, yore April 29, 1884, is in perfect 
health, has had distemper and is offered for no 
fault; a fine hunter, perfect retriever from lan! 
or water, will not mouth his birds. Reason for 
selling—I have two setters and cannot keep three 
dogs. This dog is very tractable, can be taught 
almost anything and now does some thirteen 
tricks. Address DR. E. 8. GAYLORD, New 
Haven, Conn. dec29, 

R SALE.—MASTIFF DOG BRUNO, PUG 


dog Ruby and beagle dog King William. 
C. GRAFF, 4,712 Laurel ave., Pittsburgh, Pa. 


K 9 Breaking Kennels. 


Pointers and setters thoroughly broken for field 
trials or private use. Reference given. W. & 


SMITH, del, Md, 
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